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Gentle Reader, 


*KXXX HOU art here preſented with 
& T & a book of poems, great part 
* > of which are originals, tho' 
HIRAM the whole is intitled a Collec- 
tion ; an oddity of the author's, and not 
the only one he has produced; for you 
will by and by find ſome Notes couched | 
142 under 


m—_ 


o 


under the names of other authors, which, 
from their ſingularity of turn and con- 
ceit, I have reaſon to think are the brats 
of his own brain. Some of theſe notes 
and obſervations may appear a little dar- 
ing, as they are levelled at his ſuperiors ; 


but they carry with them the character- 


iſtic of honeſty : the author ſeems to mean 
what he ſays, and tho” a bold metaphor 
or a brazen application be ſometimes met 
with, we are generally well pleafed with 
what comes from the heart. Beſides, as 
theſe poems are profeſſedly publiſhed for 
the uſe of children ſix foot high, none 


elſe have any buſineſs to buy them, or any 
fort of right to concern themſelves about 


the matter; which conſideration alone 


will, I hope, prevent any impertinent 


application being made to thoſe of a more 
elevated rank and ſtation. 
Not that I intend to vindicate the Au- 


thor's prudence, or attempt to juſtify his 


proceed- 
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PR EF NOE. 
i} proceedings.---No, I believe his head, to 
ay the truth, is a little unhung, and his 
; inſiſting on having the ſale of his books 
XZ confined to children of fix foot high, is, I 
think, a proof of it. Tis a whim that has 
4 poſſeſſed his brain, and which there is no 
rooting out; for though I told him there 
was no ſuch thing in nature, he ſtill inſiſted 
upon it with vebemence, and even pro- 
teſted thoſe children were ſo numerous, 
that if all people were furniſhed with high- 
heel'd ſhoes, he ſhould have at leaſt three- 
fourths of the human ſpecies for his pur- 
chaſers--Extremely ſanguine and ſingular ! 
and indeed his conduct thro' the whole 
has been ſuch, that it would never have 
ſucceeded, if I had not lopp'd off ſome 
excreſcences and made many alterations. 
Why, to inſtance only in a few particu- 
Jars---He had dedicated the book to hig {l 
| | | ſhoe- 
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vi P RET ACT: 


gave a long detail of the advantages ariſing 
from that ſort of admeaſurement, and 
proved, that by getting the length of a 
gentleman's foot, who had the length of 
a Lady's foot, who had the length of a 
Lord's foot, many honourable poſts, rich 
fime-cures, and profitable employments, 


lieve, for, as Mr. Chubb obſerves, they have 
no foundation in the nature and fitneſs of 


tizens for having a market for live cattle 
and wild beaſts in the midſt of their city, 
he attempted to prove, what indeed can- 
not be proved, that our anceſtors were 
as wiſe as we; that Smrhfield, where this 
market is kept, was in their time really a 
field, and not a part of this great city, and 
that much miſchief has been done, and 
| many 


were obtained : but this no body can be- | 


things. He then fell foul on the poor ci= | 


ſhoemaker for no other reaſon but becauſe. 3 g 
he had the length of his foot; whence he | 


body 
part, 
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PREFACE - wm 
many lives loſt by holding this dangerous 
market in ſo incommodious a place. Every 
body may think as they pleaſe, but for my 
part, mad or not mad, I love to ſee the 
7 creatures running about the ſtreets. The 
f ſight of a fat ox makes my mouth water, 
and puts me in mind of the Sailors cantata, 


Lovely charming oxen, 

I'm in love with you : 
What ſay you, dear Conen? }_. 
Are not you ſo too © 


Mould you be h kind and fo civil 


To come ready roaſted here, | 

Jack word eat, and Tom won'd cat, 
and Dick wou'd eat, 

And we ſhould have good cheer. 


He then made a calculation of the 
money ſpent on a Lord-Mayor's day, at- 1 
tempted to prove that there was no devo- i 

ib tion 


vin PREFACE. 

tion in drunkenneſs, that gluttony was no 
part of good government, and that the 
money wou'd be better employ'd in fitting 
out ſtout privateers againſt the enemies of 
our king and country. Why you block 
head, ſays I, for I could not forbear, do 
you rail againſt roaſt-beef, plum-pud- 
ding, cuſtards and codling tarts, all the 
world will deſpiſe you, and Jook upon 
you as an author without taſte. Nay, 
his unparallelled impudence ſuffered him 
to approach the ſandtum ſanforum of go- 
vernment ; he was dabbling with the na- 
tional debt, boldly aſſerted that all the 
high poſts ought to be honourable and not 
profitable employments, that no accomp- 
tant ſhould be engaged at a great expence 
who never learned arithmetic, nor any 
gentleman paid ſeveral thouſands per an- 
num, for only ſigning his name two or 
three times a year, but that the money 
| thus 
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thus laviſhed away ſhould be thrown into 
the bottomleſs fund for the diſcharge of 
the national debt. Here I quoted a text 
upon him, for indeed I could not help it, 
the love of money, ſays I, is the foundation. 


, all virtue, and by perſuading people 


from that, you ſtrike at the very root of all 


6 goodneſs, 


He pretended to prove that the total 
diſregard of religion was the cauſe: of 
many miſchiefs in the ſtate ; that drunken- 


neſs ought not to be encouraged for the 


ſake of any revenue: he was for having 
all the money collected for the poor ap- 
plied to that purpoſe only, ſo that they 
need not be under a neceſſity of begging) 
and for putting of it in the power even 


of rogues to be honeſt. He railed againſt 


dragging poor men from their families and 
buſineſs, without paying them for the loſs 
of their time; ſung a voluntary in praiſe 
of 


| PEEFTFACE. 

of the Foundling hoſpital, made a preach- 
ment about righteouſneſs and mercy, and 
talk'd ſo out of the way and old faſhion'd, 
that I had not patience to bear it; there- 
fore, like a good gardener, I have pruned 
off the wild ſhoots and ſuperfluous 
branches, and have preſented thee, gentle, 
kind, and courteous reader, with that part 
which I thought worthy thy peruſal, 


IE 
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THE 
Modern Morning, 


Noon if you pleaſe, 
My Lord and Lady's Rout, 


monſtrated, 
An EPILOGUE ſpoken on an A, 
The Power of Innocence, a Tale, 
Where's the Poker, a Tale, 


MoLLY's Delight, a new Ballad, 


An EPILOGUE, | 
A common Caſe, thongh a hard one, 
A Story of a Cock and a Bull, 


A. PROLOGUE, by an Auction cer, 
The Apple-Pye, a Tale, 


Yard, 


Att itt tA 
* „ „ „ „ „ „ ** *+ + * 
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Page 


ö The Difference between Vouth and Age de- 


LET. I. from Couſin Sau to Coufin Suk, | 


The diſappointed Milk-Maid, a Tale, 
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COLLECTION 


O F 


POEMS, Ge. 


S e e oche 


A MopkRN Moxnxino. 
EMH T four on Monday morn, *tis 


A * ſaid, 
N The dawn ſprung from his 
WE truckle bed, 
And in a paſſion with old Nicart, 
Unbarr'd the roſy gates of light; 
When out his father PHotBus flew, 
With ſuch amazing force he drew 
Almoſt unto his higheſt noon, 
Ere Cælia roſe—it was fo ſoon. 
8 But 


— 


2 MopkRN MoRninG. 
But up ſhe rear'd, and rang her bell, 


Oh dear, my lady, *&ent you awell? 


ven! [yawning] 
| A + little bit a paſt eleven. 
| No more! why then I'Il lay me down; 
| No, Pll get up, child, bring my gown: 
My eyes ſo ache I ſcarce can ſee TL 
Nelly, a little | Ratifia. 
| Well-now I'll ſleep again, begone, 


And get my chocolate at one: 
No, bring my gown, Þ" ll put it on. 


* Ent, an abbreviation of the words are you 
ot, and an improvement in the language, which 
has been lately adopted by all the Fribbles, Fools, 
and Fops in town. The living languages are 
daily fluctuating and improving; and for the ho- 
nour of ours, we mult obſerve, that moſt of the 
amendments it has lately received, has been from 
ladies maids, milliners and mantua-makers. 

| | | Catopficen's Chronicle. 

+ Little bit, another improvement when thus 
applied. - 

t Ratifia, the juice of a particular fort of cu- 
cumber, very frequently uſed by ſome ladies. 

= dightfvot's Nat. Hift. 
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When in came dainty miſtreſs Vell, { 


Well !—yes—why what's o'clock ?—oh hea- 
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A MopkRN Mornins. 3 
For ſee the paltry ſun beams come, 
And there's no bearing of the room! 
ss up ſhe roſe, gaping and yawning, 
7 Whilſt * Nelly waiting on her fawning. 
1 | Well, Mame, your ladyſpip's quite right, 
Oh night, the glorious charms of night ! 
1 People of taſte, who rout and play, 5 
Abhor the odious glare of day: 
And, Mame, if you approve the night, 
The day'll be out of faſhion quite. 


2 ) Huſly, you flatter me, begone, 


And ſend my chocolate by John, | 
Nay, Mame. Then court'ſying, exit Nell, 
My lady laughs, and all is well.— 

When enters John, and bows his head, 
And brings the chocolate to bed, 

But here the much is muſe to blame, 
Stop, + Pegaſus—oh fy for ſhame. 


* Mrs. Nelly's ſpeech is truly Ciceronian, and, 
as Quintilian has obſerved, contains all the meme 
bers or parts of an oration, viz. the exordium, 
narration, propaſition, confirmation, refutaiion, and 
peroration. | 


+ Pegaſus, a poetical poſt-horſe. 
B 2 Such 
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4 A MopkRN MoRNING. 
Such tales as theſe you ſhould not tell 


Even to knowing miſtreſs Nell; 


Enough is ſaid by way of jeſt, 
In ſecret ſilence wrap the reſt. 

Then Cælia to her toilet goes, 
Attended by ſome favourite beaux, 
Who fribble it around the room, 
And curl her hair, and clean the comb, 
And do a thouſand monkey tricks, 
That you will think diſgrac'd the ſex. 
Nelly ! why where's the creature fled ? 
Put my * poſt-chaiſe upon my head. 


* Poft-chaiſe, Be it remembered, that in the 
year 1756, many ladies of fortune and faſhion, 
willing to ſet an example of prudence and ceco- 
nomy to their inferiors, did invent, and make 

ublic, without a patent, a machine for the head, 
in form of a poft-chaiſe and hurſes.---And another 


imitating a chair and chairmen, which were fre- 


quently worn by people of diſtin&tion. I have 
been more particular in noting the exact time 
of the riſe of this invention; firit, becauſe no 
foreigner ſhould attempt to rob ns of the honour 
of it; and, ſecondly, that it may ſerve as an zra 


or epocha to future chronologers. 
. Wiſeman's Wonderful Diſcoveries. 


Your 


the 


* A MopzRN MoRNING. 5 
9 Your chair and chairmen, Mame, 1s brought. 
= $S tupid! the creature has no thought. 

And, Mame, the milliner is come, 

"3 She's brought the broad - al abag gon 
1 home, 

And 'tis the pretty'ſt little thing, 

Upon my honour. Bring! bring! bring! 
How can you ſtand and tall about it ! 

Yau know J die, I die, without it. 

In broad-wheel'd waggon thus array'd 

By beaux, and milliner, and maid, 

Dear Cælia treads the toilet round, 

In her fair faithleſs gia 'tis found, 

And ſo employs her every ſenſe 

*T would take a team to draw her thence, t 


* Broad-wwheel'd Wwaggen, an improvement of 
the above faſhion. 

+ The gentlemen, it is ſaid, are going into this 
faſhion ; and, as we are always happily divided, 
thoſe of one party are to wear Windmills, and the 
other Weathercocks. 
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NOON F you pleaſe, 


Or ſome Account of the Jargon uſually heard 
when our modern wiſe ones deign to go to 
Dinner. _ 


A Leaſh of Languages at once. 
HupiBRas. 


| UR anceſtors, hiſtorians ſay, 
The night diſtinguiſh'd from the day; 

They ſhook off ſloth, and got up ſoon, 
And eat a hearty meal at noon. 

But now the caſe is alter'd quite, 

Our noon 1s not till fix at night! 

But huſh—the company are met, 

And round the ſumptuous table ſet; 

T muſt attend the ſide- board ſo 

Drink off your bottle, Tom, and go. 
Coming, my lady—Mame, d'ye call ? 
Yes—bring ſome beer—Ale, Mame ? — Me, mall, 


| Noon you pleaſe. 
My lady Bloom—Your health, Sir Joe, 
Oh! this d----d gout is in my toe. 
Well, this ragou * is mighty pretty 3 
Nay, you ſpall tafte it, Lady Betty. 
No, Mame. Then taſte the alabrac, t 
A little marſel, Sx vous PLAIT. 


* Ragou, a diſh made from a receipt obtained, 
at great expence of lives and * from our 
righteous neighbours the French. It is compound- 
4 of any thing, and every thing, and was con- 
trived to prevent digeſtion, and hatch diſeaſes. 
This however, bad as it is, I ſhould rather eat, 
than either of thoſe diabolical diſhes of luxury, 
a pig whipt to death, or lobſters roaſted alive; 
for as none but an infernal mind could invent 
tortures of that kind for innocent animals, ſo I 
think heaven will pour down vengeance on thoſe 
who are any ways concerned in ſuch acts of in- 
humanity. Four gentlemen and two ladies died 
after eating a pig that was whipt to death at the' 
Hague, two others at Leyden, and at Amſterdam 
nine men and women expired after feaſting them- 
ſelves on roaſted lobſters; which I apprehend was 
the immediate work of heaven; for no alteration 
could be made in the food, by that cruel manner 
of dreſſing it. | | BOERHAAVE. 

+ Alabrae, another French diſh, 


This 


Noon F you pleaſe. 
This“ comport's good, I like it much! 
And ſo they Jay our friends the Dutch, 

A glaſs of wine ve all agreed, 


They're of a Hottentottiſh breed, 7 But th. 
Some cuſtard, Mame, 20 drop their friends, £ Who, 
And join the French for ſelſiſb ends; Nay, / 
Theſe fowls are fat, the folks ſo cram 'em, Your 1 
But 5 D'Argenſon will ſoon undamn em. The b 
T he States hade got a bleſſed job ! = J 
Come, here, Sir Richard, Ho or xoB3. * - 
A lady, Mame, I ne'er refuſe. All m 
Sir Thomas, pray d'ye hear the news? Ilan 
| You, Mr. William, draw that cort*a. T 2 
The French, they ſay, have ta en + Minorca. A 55 
Which meritorious loſs they fling And o 
| On our great admirable B.. Pray 
| * A 
| * Comport, another French diſh. either 
F| $ D'Argen/on, Purveyor tothe great Leviathan. thor's 
5 The modern method of drinking, or a gen- 
q teel way of getting a ſkin full of wine. T1 
i + A place once in the hands of the Engh/h, man 
1 but ſuffered to be taken from them by the French, > 
we know not how, why, or wherefore: nor is 1 * 


it, we apprehend, in the power of any other con- 
jurer to tell. Dr. FAusruvs. 


But 
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| Who don't believe that B*'s ſo bad, 
TT But there are others to be had, 
7 1 Who, if—oh, Mame, you make me bluſh ! 
| 5 Nay, ftoþ her mouth there, huſh, huſh, huſh ? 
1 Your toaſt, Sir Thomas. —Laay Brown: 
The beſt and lovelieſt in the town. 
jo Mijs Jones, I hope our friends are well? 
1 A bit of cuſtard, Mr. Bell, 


| Noon if you pleaſe. 


But there are folks, and“ folks there are, 


Tom, mix a little ale and beer, 


All mighty well, I thank you, Mame, 
+Hawk's a brave man—a lice of ham, 


b For fight he will, and ſhortly too; 


A little more of that RAG Ou; 
And old Galiſſoniere they /ay, 
Pray put the TRIPLE up this way, 


* A myſtical way of ſpeaking, which means 
either ſomething or nothing, and ſhews the au- 


thor's {kill both in politics and metaphyſics. 
MAaACHIAVETL. 


T Hawk, daring, intrepid. It alſo ſignifies a 
man of prey, | and a bird of prey. 


CHAMBERSs's Dictionary. 


1 Galifonere, a Mediterranean ſcarecrow. 
AINSWORTH, 


[tends 


10 Noon F you pleaſe. 
Intends to gaſconade at Breſt, 

A glaſs of wine—MNo that's a jeft, 

Sit farther, Sir, you quite one ſtiflle. 
My Lord, you once was fond of * trifle. 
Yes, when I marry'd, Mame, *tis true, 
And fo, Sir, was your Lady too. 


* Trifle, an Engliſh diſh, not unworthy of its 
name, Mr. BRADLY. 
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My Loxp and LA Dv Rout, 


Alias DRauu, alias HuRRICANE, alas 
5 WHIRLWIND, Sc. Sc. Oe. 


Beyond the fix d and ſettled Rules 
Of Vice and Virtue in the Schools; 
Beyond the Letter of the Law, 
Which keeps our Men aud Maids in awe; 
T he better fort ſhould ſet before em 
A Grace, a Manner, a Decorum. PRIOR. 


1 UB, a dub, a dub, come, John, come, 
| | And bring the D land his drum; 
Bring, oh bring a mighty train 
Of all the pert, the proud, the vain; 
With each a gameſter in his hand, 

With each a ſchedule of his land, 
Wich each a purſe of guineas ſtore, 
With trinkets to be pawn'd for more; 
And ladies too, with lovely looks, 
Who turn o'er cards inſtead of books; 


Who 
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12 Aly Lord and Lapy's Rot. 
Who, in devotion to the ace, | 
Turn ſenſe and virtue out of place; 
Who all their honour put to ſtake, 
Who, rap for righteouſneſs, a“ rake 
And *ſtead of pious prints, who carry 
The Great Mogul, or great + St. Harry! 
Bring courtiers too, with Janus faces, 
Dealers in penſions and in places; 

And patriots proud, who tack about, 
And ſoon are in, and ſoon are out. 
Let men and women all draw near, 

Let all in gaudy dreſs appear; 


* This ſeems to be a miſtake, and ſhould be 
who rap their righteouſneſs for a rake, which is 
evidently the author's meaning; and ſo we find 
it both in the Bodleian library, and in the Vatican, 
It is true the verſe is not ſo good; yet F make 
no doubt but it came better from the author's 
hands, and has been corrupted, as is common, 
by the impertinence of critics, or the careleſſneſs 
of the printer. VOLTAIRE. 


+ St. Harry the eighth, formerly king of 


a certain people, who killed two of his wives, 
and committed many other acts of inhumanity ; 
yet had the title of Defender of the Faith beſtowed 
upon him, for _— a ſtupid pamphlet upon a 
ſubjeR he did not underſtand. RAPIN. 
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My LorD and LADY‘ Rout, 13 
Let each in honour wear a creſt, 


Bear each a knave upon his breaſt, 
TIES * * * * 
May 


The Printer begs leave to inform the pub- 
lic, that he can proceed no farther in this part 
of the author's copy, for very cogent and ſub- 
ſtantial reaſons, which he is not at liberty to 
diſcloſe; but he takes this opportunity of in- 
ſerting the copy of a receipt, which was ſhewn 
him under the author's own hand, and which 
may, perhaps, lead the reader to the know- 
ledge of ſome ſecrets in the art of negotiation, 


6 18 he was before unacquainted with. 

-_ © © Received, January 10, 1756, of His 

nake Grace the Duke of —, Lord Robert 
— . Lady C—— L——, Sir Thomas 

mers WE «© B , and others of the nobility and 

ap] \ gentry, five hundred pounds, in conſidera- 
ves, tion of which ſum, I do promiſe not to ex- 

40 : i < poſe them, or any of their friends, in my 
na poem, called The Rout; and I do alfo agree, 

2 that the Printer ſhall break off at theſe words, 

5 | 


oy Re 
C Kn87eg 


14 My Lorp and LA Dñw's Rout, 
© Knave upon his breaſt; that the remainder 


© of the copy ſhall be burnt, and that I will ; 


© ſo far forget it, as never to be able to re- 


collect one ſyllable that was wrote, nor will | 


I ever take any farther notice of their maſ- 
£ querades, drums, routs, hurricanes, or any 
other infamous aſſemblies. 


« Witneſs my hand the dey and year above 


6 auritten. 


© T. T4. 


From what appears in this receipt, ſome 
will perhaps blame the author, and ſay he 
has taken a bribe to ſuppreſs the truth, which 
is undoubtedly the caſe; but as it is a caſe 
that ſo frequently happens, and what is indeed 
done every day, this ſingle inftance ſurely can 
afford little matter of amazement. If we 
conſider how much bribery is in faſhion, and 
what little things great people do for money, 


we ſhall no longer wonder at a poor man's 
holding his tongue, when five hundred pounds 


were given him for that purpoſe. 
The PRINTER. 


POST- 


N Ro | hs, YH AN VTLS „ 
= . 5 « 0 
TTT hd 
4 1 . 1 1 K 1 
A e . L 


It 


| gamin 
7 playin 
Ekingd 


© 03) $24 ELDEST HC Ie ace Ae. 


— 


| My Lokp and LADY's Rout. "I 
[ will | POSTSCRIPT. 
It was always my opinion, that exceſſive 
gaming, exceſſive drinking, and exceſhve 
mal. playing the fool, would be the ruin of this 
„ kingdom. 
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The Difference between YouTn and 


Ack demonſtrated. 
N ancient dame, who clean and clear, 
Had reckon'd up her ninetieth year, 
At dinner, with her toothleſs mouth, 8 * 0 
Attack'd a griſtle hard and tough: = drawe! 
The griſtle ſhe eſſay'd to chew, | _ 
Out of her mouth elaſtic flew, \ vered, 
And fell direct acroſs the table, | Kanch 


Cloſe by a youngſter ſtout and able. 

The youth, who thought, at any rate, 

It muſt have fall'n from his own plate, 
Did, with a ſwallow and a ſmack, 

Diſpatch the griſtle in a crack. | 
Strange, quoth the dame, but yet *tis truth, 
Such difference *twixt Age and Youth; 
Dear me, how long have I been fumbling, 


And kept a mumbling, ſtill and mumbling? 1 
« When | 


= 
—— — 


YouTH and Ac conſidered. 17 
When this young youth has in a whiſtle, 
Pevour'd my ſecond-handed griſtle! 
The youth he ſhrug'd, and look'd aſkew, 
And then this prudent inference drew: 

3 Mie ſhould be wirtuous in our prime, 
Reflecting on that tooth-drawer Time, 
Aud live by moral maxims aw'd, 


While yet the griſtle's to be gnaw'd. 


* Old Time has ever been 2 famous tooth- 
drawer, and, by doing his work well, obtained 
more bufineſs than all the reſt of his fraternity ; 
but, ſince ſome of the late catholicons were diſco- 
vered, his trade, like all others, has been on the 
decay. PLowDEN's Hiftory of New-York. 
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An EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Mrs. MID NIORHT's Daughter, riding 
upon an Aſs dreſſed in a great Tie-Wig. | 


S hiſſing and pelting are ſo much in 
vogue, 
You'll permit me toride with my new epilogue, 
That in caſe of a thump from a * Buc . 
cr a + Bean, 
I may clap too my ſpurs, and — 
And, like a brave general, after being beat, 
ö Exult and rejoice in a prudent retreat. 
Nor ſhould you deſpiſe this old ſenatꝰreſs 
here, | 
Accoutred and dreſs'd in a caxon ſo queer; 
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85 Bucks are fools, who think they have wit, | 
and who have impudence enough to do any thing | 
but what 1s right, GROTIUS. 
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+ Beau, a name for any thing that is inſipid 


5 and ridiculous. PUFFENDORE. 
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A EPILOGUE. 19 


For ſhe is a perſon of learning profound, 
Of ſenſe moſt ſagacious, of wiſdom moſt ſound, 
So genteel in carriage, ſo ſober and quiet, 
And ſo uſeful—fhe ſerves me for phyſic and 
diet; 


In arts AÆſculapian ſhe's wonderful knowledge, 
And * wrought greater cures than moſt of 


the college! 


* Wrought greater cures than moſt of the col- 
lege. It is a melancholly conſideration, faith 
Celſus, but true it is, that when diſeaſes have 
baffled the art of phyſicians, they are obliged to 
call in the aid of the af, who very often, by 
her ſecret cunning and wonderful workings, doth 
diſpel thoſe diſorders that were deemed incurable, 
my ſnatch the patient both from death and the 

octors. | 


This obſervation from the great Celſus, calleth 
to my mind the verdict of a jury, who fat on 2 
man that died in conſequence of a fall from one 
of the horſes that ſtarted for the plate at - - - - 
races. In this caſe the horſe is uſually forfeited 
to the Lord of the Manor; to prevent which, or 
rather becauſe he was attended by fix phyſicians, 
they brought in their verdict Dead of the Doctors. 

= | Jews ON's Reports. 
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Oh, could all the ſick who have cauſe to 
repine, 
But bridle their doors, as I bridle mine; 
Wou'd they ſaddle an aſs, to the country repair, 
And drink of her milk in an open free air, 
The dabblers in phyſic would quickly decay; 
And the bills of mortality dwindle away, 
Oc could the poor clients, who oft are be- 
ſtridden, 
But ride on their lawyers, as by them they're 
*ridden ; 
Cou'd ſaddle a ſergeant, and jog out of vows, 


And ſtrife and contention in full bumper“ 
drown, 


The _— would grow wiſe and better each 
ay, 
And envy, and malice, and miſchief decay! 
The ſons of ſound ſenſe to this ſcheme will 
agree, 
And applaud my poor aſs, and my mamma, 
and me. 


\ * Ridden, Clients are ſaid to be ridden; be- 
cauſe they pay the lawyer money : but the lawyer 
payeth them no money; (ergo) therefore is the 
lawyer not ridden. COKE Af LTTLETON. 
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1 Power of INNOCENCE. 


; Northern pair, we wave the name, 
G Rich, young, and not unknown to fame, 
When firſt the nuptial ſtate they try'd, 
With fabled gods in pleaſure vy'd. 

New to the mighty charm, they feel 

| A joy that all their looks reveal. 

| We love whate'er has power to pleaſe, 

So nature's ancient law decrees 

And thus the pair, while each had pow'r, 
To bleſs the fond ſequeſter'd hour, 

| With mutual /ove enraptur'd glow, 

And love in kind complacence ſhow. 

But when famil:ar charms no more 

Inſpire the bliſs they gave before, 

Each leſs delighting, leſs was low'd, 

Now this, now that was diſapprov'd ; 
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The Power of INNOCENCE. 
Some trifling fault, which love conceal'd, 
Indi rence every day reveaPd.* | 


Complacence flies, negle ſucceeds ; 
Neglect, diſdain and hatred breeds. 


* Indiff reuce every day reveal'd, This is a 


cafe fo common, that we ſee inſtances of it every 


day. Sir Sampſon ------- „ though dying for his 
wite before marriage, quarrelled with her after- 
wards, becauſe ſhe had a freckle upon her finger. 

It is impolitic in young ladies to marry very 
old men. Beau Wilſen ſays, the ladies are not 
half ſo handſome as they were thirty years ago, 
which, perhaps, is owing to his being turned 
of ſixty. 

It is ever prudent, ſays Solomon, to make 
the beſt of a bad market. If therefore a poor 
woman ſhould have a bad huſband, or a poor 
man a bad wife, which may happen even in this 
righteous age, let them comfort themſelves, as 
the Swedes do with the third ague, till nature 
thinks proper to remove the fit; and not make 
themſelves more miſerable by their continual 
Jars. | | | 

Peoplethus coupled ſhould behave like jockeys, 
and agree to give and take before they ſtart for 
the plate, | GRONOVIUS, 
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The Power of INNOCENCE. 
The wiſh 70 pleaſe forfakes the breaft, 
The wiſh 70 rule has each poſſeſs'd. 


Perpetual war, that wiſh to gain, 


They wage, alas! but wage in vain. 


| Now hope of conqueſt ſwells the heart 


No more —at length content to part. 
The rural ſeat, that ſylvan ſhade, 


| Where firſt the nuptial vows were paid; 


That ſeat atteſts the dire intent, 


And hears the parting ſettlement. 


This houſe, theſe fields, my lady's own, 
Sir John mult ride to town alone. 

The chariot waits—they bid adieu; 
But ſtill the chariot waits in view. 

Tom tires with waiting long in doubt, 
And lights a pipe—and ſmokes it out— 
Myſterious ! wherefore this delay? 

The ſequel ſhall the cauſe diſplay. 

One lovely girl the lady bore, 

Dear pledge of joys ſhe taſtes no more; 
The father's, mother's darling ſhe, 
Now lifp'd and prattled at their knee. 
Sir John, now riſing to depart, 

Turn'd to the darling of his heart, 
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24 The Power of IN Noc RNcx. 
And cry'd with ardour in his eye, 
Come, Bere, bid mamma Good. Eye.“ 
The lady, trembling, anſwer'd, No 
Go kiſs papa, my Betſey go. 


Sir John, the child ſhall live with me.” 


© 'The child herſelf ſhall chuſe, ſaid he.“ 
Poor Betſey look'd at each by turns, 

And each the ſtarting tear diſcerns. 

My lady aſks, with doubt and fear, 
Will you not live with me, my dear?“ 
Tes, half reſolv'd, reply'd the child, 

And, half ſuppreſs'd her tears, ſhe ſmil'd. 


Come, Bet/ey, cry'd Sir John, you'll go, 


And hve with dear papa I know. 
Yes, Betſey cry'd—the lady then 
Addreſs'd the wand'ring child agen. 


The time to live with both is o'er, 
This day we part to meet no more: 


Chuſe then—her grief o'erflow'd her breaſt, 
And tears burſt out too long ſuppreſt. 
The child, whoſe tears and chiding join'd, 
Suppos'd papa diſpleas'd, unkind ; 
And try'd with all her little ſcill, 
To ſooth his oft relenting will. . 
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De Power of Innocence, 25 
Do, cry'd the liſper, papa do, = 
Love dear mamma mamma loves you ! 1 | 
Subdu'd the force of manly pride, ſ 
No more his looks his heart bely'd, 

The tender tranſport forc'd its way, 
They both confeſs'd each other's ſway ; 

| And, prompted by the ſocial ſmart, 
Breaſt ruſn'd to breaſt, and heart to heart, 
9 Each kiſs'd their Ber/ey o' er and o'er, 
And Tom drove empty from the door, 
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Where's the Poker ? 

A TALE. 

HE poker loſt, * Suſan ſtorm'd, 


As ſcolding, crying, ſwearing, ſweating, 
Abuſing, figetting, and fretting. 
Nothing but villainy and thieving ; 
Good heavens! what a world we live in! 
If I don't find it in the morning, 

PI ſurely give my maſter warning. 

„ He'd better far ſnut up his doors, 

* Than keep ſuch good-for-nothing whores, 
For whereſoe'er their trade they drive, 

* We wartuous bodies cannot thrive.“ 

Well may poor Saſan grunt and groan, 

Mis fortunes never come alone; 

But tread each other's heels in throngs, 

For the next day ſhe loſt the tongs ; 


A 


1 188 r 


And all the rights of rage perform'd; 
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Te falt-box, cullender and grate, 
Soon ſhar'd the ſame untimely fate. 

In vain ſhe vails and wages ſpent 

On new ones—for the new ones went. 


ms: | 
To rob and plunder all the kitchen. 
One night ſhe to her chamber crept, 
Where for a month ſhe had not ſlept, 
Her maſter being, to her ſeeming, 
A better play-fellow than dreaming. 
Curſe on the author of theſe wrongs ! 
In her own bed ſhe found the tongs ! 
Hang Thomas for an idle joker! 
And there, good lack ! the found the poker, 
With ſalt- box, pepper-box and kettle, 
„ And all the culinary metal, 


Be warr'd, ye fair, by Suſan's craſſes, 

ö Keep chaſte, and guard pour ſelves from lnffes ; 
For if young girls delight in kiffings 
No wonder that the poket's miſſing. 
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Where's the Poker ? 27 


There'd been, ſhe ſwore, ſome dey'l or witch 
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From Couſin Sam to Couſin Spk. 


Couſin Suk, 
Told thee I would write, and fo I will, 
and ſend you all rhe news about London. 
Well, *tis a ſtrange place as ever was ſeen, 
that's for certain! The firſt day I came, the 
ſtreets were ſo throng'd, that I ſtood up to let 
folks go by, but there was no end of 'em; 
ſo I was obliged to ſhove on with the reſt ; 
but I never was ſo bump'd and thruſt about 
in my life. I put off my hat to all the gen- 
tlefolks, but they only laughed at me; and 
one queer old put cry'd, twig the country- 


man: fo I ſmoked the joke, and put my hat 


on, and kept him as cloſe as if he was nailed 


to my head. John Williams got me a place 
to live with a nobleman, but I was mortally | 
frighted at firſt; for I thought as how if 1. 
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A Letter from Couſin Sam, Sc. 29 
ſhould make him angry I ſhould be hanged 
or beheaded; but I vow and proteſt he is as 
civil a ſpoken gentleman as ever I ſee in 
my life, and has no more pride than our 
Juſtice of Peace, nor half ſo much neither ; 
and we all love him, and his buſineſs is the 
better done for it; for we ſerve him not thro? 
fear, but affection, Sue! 

I am hugely improved in my learning 
ſince I came to London, and might have got 
to be a critic, but Mr. Thomas, my Lord's 
gentleman, perſuaded me off, There is a 
whole club of them meets at the ſign of the 
Cat and Bagpipes, juſt by our ſtables, every 
week; and our coachman, and Dic# the 
helper belongs to them: they'll be mortal 


great authors if they live; for all the critical 


papers and pamphlets they have a hand in. 
Poetry and politics is their ſtudy, and that's 
what every body underſtands in London. Some 
Poetry of theirs I have ſent you, and may- 
hap by and by you may have ſome politics 
from, Your loving coufin, 
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A NEXCELILENT New BaLLt1T:; 


C A L L E D 
MOLLY's DELIGHT. 
Buy the Critikal Society. 


J. 
OUNG Straßen he went t'other d ay 


to the wake, 


For ſam huckle- my- buff and a ginger- bred 


kake; 
But oh he was bobbiſh and joyous and jolly, 
When on the gay green he diſkiver'd his 
Molly. 2 
Derry down, down, &c. 
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IT. 
Dear Molly ſhe came all along the gay grene, 
As fine as a horſe or a ginger-bred queen, 
Young Strafron he buſs'd her, and made her 
a bow, 
And look'd if fo be as he could not tell how. 
Derry down, Ec. 


Wm © 
With that they begun without any pother, 


A talking of this, and of that, and of t'other ; 
And tho? ſhe would piſh, and would cry, let 
me go, 
He preſs'd her likewiſe, and he ſqueez'd her 
alſo. 
Derry down, c. 
TY; 
Come all ye young youths of Saent Larizce's 
pariſh, - 
Who loves ev'ry thing that is finiſh and rariſh, 
Be jolly and buckſome, and buckſome and 
Jolly, 
Sing Molly and * and Strafron and 


Molly. 
Derry down, Ce. 
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The diſappointed Mitx-Marp, 


Het poorly your projectors fare, 
That Suild their caſtles in the air? 


Still 7oww'ring on from /cheme to /cheme, 
They top Olympus in a dream; 
But waking find (nineteen 1'th* ſcore) 
Themſelves far lower than before. 

Of these the inſtances are many, 

And this will ſerwe as well as any. 

It happen'd on a ſummer's day, 

A country laſs, as freſh as May, 
Deck'd in a wholeſome ru/et gown, 
Was going to next market town 

So blithe her looks, ſo ſimply clean, 
You'd take her for a May-day queen, 
Save 'ſtead of garland, ſays my tale, 
Her head bore Brindy's loaded pail. 

As on her away ſhe paſs'd along, 

She hum'd the fragments of a ſong; 
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' which are very numerous, have been diſtinguiſh- 


The diſappointed MILK-MAlD. 33 
She did not hum for want of thought, 

Quite pleas'd with what to ale ſhe brought ; 
And reckon'd, by her own account, 

When all was ſold, the whole amount. 

Thus Hein time, this little ware 

May turn to great account with care : 

My milk being /old for—/o and /o, 

I'll buy ſome eggs as markets go, 

And ſer them——at the time I fix, 1 
Theſe eggs will bring as many chicks ; _. 
I'll ſpare no pains to fred them well, 11 
They'll bring vaſt profit when they (ell. 
With this P11 2 a little 21g, 

And when 'tis grown up fat and big, 
T'1l ſell it, whether boar or /owv, 

And with the money bay a cow; 
This cow will ſurely have a calf,* 
And there the profit”s half in half; 


Beſides 


* We hope not a bull-calf ; if it ſhould: the 
profit will be leſs.---Tom W--lſon beat his cow 
for bringing a bull-calf; whence his family, 


ed by the name of the buH-calves ever ſince. 
JOURNAL DE SCAVANS, 


Pro- 


> rr , * 


34 The diſappointed Mil x- Mary. 
Beſides there's butter, milk and chegſe, 
To 4ezp the market when ] pleaſe: 

All which PlI /, and buy a farm, 

Then ſhalt of faverthearts have a warm. 
O! then for ribbandt, glowes, and rings! 
Ay! more than #4verty pretty things. 

One brings me this, another hat; | 
And I ſhall hawe-----the Lord knows wha, 
Fir'd with the zhoughts, the frantic /a/+, 

Of what was thus to come to paſs, 

Her heart beat frong, ſhe gave a bound, 
And down came milk-pail on the ground, 
Eggs, fowls, pig, hog (ah! well-a-day) 
Cow, calf, and farm—all uam away. 


Projectors, of all people, are moſt to be pi- 
tied: they not only loſe their money, but are 
impoſed upon and laughed at.----Poor Sir Hugh 
Middleton, 

Grawelot, in his Unaccountable Curioſities, tells 
us, That one of his relations had diſcovered the 
Philoſopher's Stone; but was afraid to have it 


talked of, leſt he ſhould be baſtinadoed for the 


ſecret. What a world we live in! A friend of 


mine was taken into cuſtody, and proſecuted, 


for melting down ſhavings into deal- boar ds. = 
| o 
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of all projectors I idolize and adore the man who 
ſpent an eſtate of a thouſand à year on elections, 
to obtain a place at court of five hundred, 


Would the nation, this goad, this righteous, 
this wiſe, this politic nation, but convey to meg 
the money that is ſquandered away at elections. 
1 would ſoon diſcharge the debt they ſo much 
complain of; and, what alſo deſerves ſome con- 
ſideration, many lives would be ſaved, and 
broken-heads prevented; mechanics would be 
kept to their buſineſs, and not drunk for months 
together; and peace and good neighbourhood, 
loyalty and unanimity, would be preſerved' in 
every county, every borough, and every village, 


throughout the three kingdoms. I would not 


preſume, like a pragmatical coxcomb, to aſſert 
this of my own knowledge; no, before I of- 
fered to ſpeak, or write, on à ſubject fo impor- 
tant, I drew up the caſe of the kingdom, and 
tranſmitted it, with a proper fee, to Cardinal 
FLEURY, the greateſt conjurer in his day, who, 
like a good counſel, returned me his opinion, 
under his own hand, with this 'reſtriftion how- 
ever, that I was not to publiſh it till after his 
deceaſe, But he, poor man, 1s dead, his ſchemes 
are now at an end, and therefore here comes the 
ſecret. 


The Britiſb conſtitution, ſays he, would be the 
happieſt in the world, both for King and people, 
were there a good militia eſtabliſhed, and were 
the members of parliament elected, and the bu- 
ſineſs in parliament determined by Ballot. The 


. elections 
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36 The diſappointed Mil k-Maip. 
tious to be once in three years, or oftener, if 
His Majeſt ſhould think proper. Then the 
eople would act with reaſon and with conſci- 
Cn nor would it be in the power of the 
French, or any other nation, either to bribe or to 


beat . FLEURY, 
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Spoken by Mr. SHUTER, in the Character of a 
| Ne with a Child in his Arms. 


Hoe er begot thee has no cauſe to 
bluſh, | 

Thou'rt a brave chopping boy ( child cries ) 
| nay, huſh, huſh, huſh; | 

A workman faith! a man of rare diſcretion, 

A friend to Britain, and to our profeſſion. 

With face ſo chubby, and with looks ſo glad, 

O rare roaſt beef of E gland. here s a lad 


(Sheews him to the company.) 
(Child makes a noiſe again) 
Nay, if you once begin to puke and cough, 
Go to the nurſe : within, here take him-off. 
Well, heav'n be prais'd, it is a peopling age, 


Thanks to the bar, the army, and the /tage. 
E The 


— 


LD 
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The nation proſpers by ſuch joyous ſouls, 


| Hence ſmokes my table, hence my chariot 


rolls; 


Tho? ſome ſnug jobs from 1 may ſpring, 
Man-midwifery, man- midwifery's the thing. 


Lean ſhould I be, e'en as my own anatomy, 


By mere cathartics and by plain phlebotomy, 


Well, beſides gain, beſides the pow'r to pleaſe, 
Beſides the muſic hates a purſe Jof ſuch 
| birds as theſe, 

It is a joy refin'd, unmix'd, and pure, 

'To hear the praiſes of the grateful poor : 
This day comes honeſt Taffp to my houſe, 

« Cot pliſs hur, hur has ſav'd hur poy and 

« ſpouſe, 


Hur ſav'd my Gwinnifred, or deeth had 


, ſwallow'd hur, 
© Tho? cieat-crand-crent-crand-crand-child of 
4 Cadwallador ! 
Cries Patrick Touall em, I am boand to pray, ) 
You've ſav'd my Sue in your ſame phyſic 
way, 


And further ſhall I thank you yeſterday. 
Then 


Then ! 
= 
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Then Sawny came, and thank'd me for my 
love. 

(I very readily excus'd his glove) 


riot 


ng, | 


no. He bleſs'd the mon, ev'n by St. Andrew's 
5 croſs, 
my, Who cur'd his bonny bearn and blithſome 
aſe, e laſs. | 
uch W But merriment and mimicry apart : 
Thanks to each bounteous hand, and ge- 
nerous heart, 
Of thoſe, who tenderly takes pity's part. 
| Who in good natur'd acts can ſweetly grieve, 
and Swift to lament, but ſwifter to relieve. 
Thanks to the lovely fair ones, types of heav'n, 
had Who raiſe, and beautify, the bounty giv'n ; 
But chief to him, in whom diſtreſs confides, 
d of Whoo'er this noble plan ſo gloriouſly preſides“. 
= * Theſe charities are in general well deſigned, 
„and ſhould be encouraged I but why are the un- 
IC happy wretches, who have been trepanned by dia- 


bolical ſchemes, or deluded from the paths of 
virtue, by perfidious friends, to be excluded the 
benefit of them ? | 
"hen Is whoring catching, that people are ſo de- 
licate in this reſpect? Or, if there is any objec- 
| E 2 tion 


40 An EPILOGUE. 


tion to their admiſſion here, why is there not a 
proper pom appointed for them ? 

It is hard that wretchedneſs, the only juſt pre- 
tence and claim to charity, ſhould exclude any 
from the benefit of our hoſpitals, and yet that 
very often happens ; for, however proper the pa- 
tient's caſe may be for admiſſion, if the poor 
wretch, for want of money and cloaths, ſhould 
happen to be louſy, or have the itch ; or, for 
want of friends, not have ſufficient ſecurity for 
a funeral, in caſe of death, ſhe cannot be admit- 
ted ; ſo that, according to the rules of our hoſ- 
pitals, thoſe who are in the moſt extreme diſ- 
treſs, are deemed improper objects of their 
charity. But the religious and humane founders 
of hoſpitals never intended to bar up their doors 
by ſuch objections as theſe, and therefore theſe 
objections ſhould be removed by the legiſlative 

ower. | 

What an amazing idea muſt a foreigner en- 
tertain of us, ſhould he meaſure our charity by 


picable one, when he comes to ſee how ſome of 
them are miſapplied; for, to a man of ſenſe, 
it will ever ſeem a paradox, that more money 
ſhould be expended on the building of a houſe 
of charity, than would maintain ten times its 


Greenwich, and many others. 


A 


the ſuperbneſs of the buildings, and what a del- 


inhabitants for ever, and yet this is the caſe of 
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In the Manner of G AY. 


fe HE doleful dumps I ſing, and tearful 
ve woes, 


Of MARIAN teeming with unlawful throws 


n- 

by The ſheeneſt laſs in Ber4/orre was ſhe known, 17 
- Of all that butter ſell to Reading town : - | g 10 
ſe, Not the ſev'n ſiſters could o'er her prevail, 11 

cY The golden farmer's. daughters of the vale, 


Tho? every Oxford mule their charms has ſung, 
And greateſt * doctors Join'd the tuneful 
| throng, 


* The Rey, Dr. Wilkes wrote a poem upon 
them, 
E 3 
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42 A common Caſe, tho a hard one. 

Ye peers ! who careleſs of ambition, chuſe 
To court the labours of the paſt'ral muſe ; 
And all the wond'rous bards who try the lay, 
Where black Cam rolls, or V eddies play, 

Aſſiſt the labours of an humble ſwain, 
Rude to the pipe, and novice on the plain. 
Nine months ſucceſſive now had rolled 
round, | 
Since Mar1an firſt the pleaſing miſchief 
found; 


In vain her hands had cull'd th* abortive 
weed, 


Nor aught avail'd the *pothecary's aid : 
Her belly now with fatal ſize did ſwell, 
And fick*ning qualms the bluſhful ſecret tell: When 
Then all in ſad deſpair ſhe made her moan, © Audi 


Lodona's waters echoed groan for groan. Es « Freſh 
Ahl faithful Colin CLovr! ah, luckleſs I! 
And canſt thou, cruel! from thy MARIAN | © The x 
« fly? | "LO 
How often haſt thou ſuck'd wy panting © Gay 1 
breath? p 

How often ſwore to love me true till death? The k 


« But 


A common Caſe, thi” a hard one. 43 
But to the juſtice I'll reveal my plight, 
And with a conſtable purſue thy flight. _ 
„Ah! how unequal, as our parſon preaches» 


a Are this world's goods and ſure he * 
| © teaches; 
* For what to maidens 8 eternal ſtain, 
ed (sad management!) gives honour to the 
| «* ſwain. 
ef T was on the blighteſt morn of all the year, 


| When new-born May bids ev'ry ſhepherd 

ve « chear ; 

When artful maids their rival fancies ſhow, 

And well-wrought garlands bloom on eyery 
« bough ; 

When gaudy fairs beſpangle ev'ry 1 | 

And lowing cows the noval paſture greet ;. 

Freſh roſe I, Ma x1an-hight, from ruſtic 

1. bet, 

The morning dream ſtill 1141 ring o'er my 

© Rela; - 

Gay ſhews and feethearts had exploy'd 

| my thought, | 

h? The kiſs imprinted, and the falring bought! 

But f From 
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44 A common Caſe, thi a hard one. 

From lavender I drew the tucker'd ſmock, 

And hoſen boaſtful of a various clock; 

The filver'd knot well ſcollop'd on my 

| © head, 0 

And donn'd the Sunday gown berob'd wich 
c red. 

Thus all bedight, and ready for the fair, 

I ſat impatient with a wiſtful air, 

Expecting Col ix CLovuT, my * 
« ſwain, 

© Who always followed MARIAN on the ks: 

© With him the moon-light walk I us'd to 

| _ © tread, 

With him I danc'd upon the Gantive mead ; 

© That very morn had taught the ſnails to 
« crawl, 

And print myſterious letters on the wall. 

At length he came, and I with joyous meed, 

Mounted behind him on the pillion'd ſteed: 

© Sweetly I ſung, he whiſtled to the lay, 

« Sweetly I ſung the ſong, and ſung the 

"2" os 
* What -le ſcenes, began the tuneful tale! 


x And next I hum'd The feveets of Arno's vale; 
Then 


A common Caſe, tho a hard one. 45 
Then MoL1y Mos, fair damſel of the roſe, 
And Lowely PEGGY, taſte of London beaux. 
And now in view gay Reading ſtrikes our 

* eyes, 
And all the dainties of the fair ariſe : 
Here * Birmingham its boaſted ware diſplays, 
There leather breeches hight, and bodice 

r 
Here poſy'd garters Autter'd in the way, 
There painted hobby-horſes ſeem to neigh ; 
Here belles in ginger-bread all gilded over, 
And little gew-gaw H—y: act the lover. 
Shepherds and nymphs from every part 

repair, 
All who from Oxford hills direct the ſhare, 
Who fell the foreſt, or who mow the mead, 
Or drag in little boats the finny breed: 
Her wide mouth'd ſons low-ſeated Henly 
« ſends, 
And ſmoky Ok:nghamn its tribute lends. 
But far did Marian all the reſt outvie, 
No cheek fo ruddy, nor ſo black an eye; 
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Scarce DoLLy * *, the daughter of the 
_« May'r, 


with all the flaxen ringlets of her hair, 


With all the ſnowy fulneſs of her Breaſt, 

In blithſome features might with me conteſt, 

All youths ambitiouſly around me ſtrove, 

Each gave ſome choſen emblem of his love: 

One queintly bought the garters for my 
c thighs, 


While ſimple archneſs 8 in his eyes. | 


But all their fairings unſucceſsful prove, 

Still true to Col ix CLour I held my love. 

Ah! ſly deceiver! you enclaſp'd my arm, 

And ſeem'd my ſaviour, while you meant my 
harm; 

Far too unequal was the high reward, 

My maiden-head muſt pay thee for thy 
guard; 

Already warm'd with joy win my heart, 

And ſtamp a little Col ix ere we part. 

Vet now, when nature fills my breaſt, 

to fly— 
Nor yet one tear to iſſue from thine eye 
6 My 
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A common Caſe, tho a hard one. 47 
My lighted love to quick reſentment turns; 
Lo my blood riſes, and my cheek all burns ! 
O could I tear thee as I tear this glove— 
Go horrid monſter ! I deſpiſe thy love, 
Thy oaths I quit, thy fairings I reſign, 
Forget, renounce thee, hate whate'er was 

« thine. _ | 
No Chriſtian mother bound thy infant head, 


Some Turk begat thee, or ſome monſter 
© bred; 


Or dropt on Cambrian hills, a ſqualid hows 


Some ſhe-goat ſuckled thee with ſavage 
_ © teat. 

—Go to thy drab, who er has won * 
c heart, 

And may the p-x 2 make the 
© ſmart; 

My vengeful ghoſt ſhall haunt thee o'er the 
« plain, 

Yes, thou ſhalt ſuffer, villain, for my pain. 

But ah! my rage relents, my ſorrow flows; 

Come Cor 1n! faithleſs ſhepherd ! eaſe my 
« woes. 

And 
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| 48 common Caſe, tho" a hard one. 
© And muſt I in the ſheet opprobrious ſtand ? 
Thy plight is troth'd, ah! come and give 
6 thy hand: 
My conſcience ſtarts, wheneꝰer I hear a knell, 
And is alittle love deſerving hell? 
© Too hard a penance for a ſin fo ſlight . M 
iſgives 'ry night ! 
* Ah how my heart miſgives me ev'ry | 
When ſleep has clos'd my forrow ſtreaming 
«© eyes, 
© Then ohaſtly dreams, and hateful Were 
« ariſe : 
All unaccompany'd methinks I go 
Ober dreary bogs, a wilderneſs of woe : ; 
Ah! my wits turn! ſtrange —— roun 
me fly! ; 
Lo! J am chang'd into a * pie . 
6 Forbear to eat me up, inhuman rabble : 
Cocks crow, ducks quake, hens cackle, 
« turkies gabble !? 
Thus Marian rav?d, and then with rueful 
throes. 
iſcloſe : 
d to the light a lulty babe 
Dis while ſhe doubted of the ſmirking boy, 


Or on her knee to dandle, or deſtroy ; MN 
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Love prompted her to ſave, and pride to 
drown, . | 
At length pride conquer'd, and ſhe dropt her 
+ 


There is nothing which ſo amply points out 
the depravity of human nature, and fo fully diſ- 
covers the corrupt ſtate of the heart of man, as 
the daily trade which is carried on of debauch- 
ing young innocent girls, and then ſetting them 
up for a mark of infamy and ridicule, and aban- 
doning them to all the fatal effects of reſentment, 
rage, and wild deſpair: I fay deſpair; for every 
woman knows, than an age of peniteuce, and 
2 whole life ſpent in the moſt virtuons manner, 
can never wipe off a ſtain of that ſort. Yet this 
trade is carried on with impunity, poor wretches 
are daily trepanned and ruined ; and the law 
takes no cognizance of the matter. What, are 
women then of ſo little eſteem? Are they no 
part of the community? Is there no regard to 
be paid to their tenderneſs and inexperience, 
or to the affection of their porents fon them, that 
this violence and injuſtice is permitted ? Even 
a raye is little more with ns than a matter of 
ridicule. What are the Hearts of men made of; 
and how ſtupid and inconſiſtently do we act? 
If a man ſhould ſuſtain a loſs in trade, or be 
robbed of twenty guineas on Hounfloxw-Heath, his 
neigbours would be m—_ for him, and ſpeak of 

it 
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co MA common Caſe, tho" a hard one. 


it with concern: but ſhould his only daughter, in 
whom his ſoul is centered, be trepanned and de- 
bauched, the misfortune ſerves only for a goſſip- 
ing tale in the neighbourhood, or a merry joke 
over an evening bowl. No one feels for the poor 
creature, or the poor father, though, perhaps, his 
own ſervants were bribed, or his houſe broke 


open, to accompliſh the deed. 
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All nations 
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CJ ES—we excel in arts and arms, 
In learning's lore, and beauty's charms : 
The ſea's wide empire we engroſs. 
All nations hail the Britiſb croſs ; 
The land of liberty we tread, 
And wo to his devoted head, 
Who dares the contrary advance, 

One Engliſbman's worth ten of France. 
Theſe, theſe are truths, what man won't write 
or,” | 
Won't ſwear, won't bully, and won't fight for? 

1 8 
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52 A Story of a Cock and a Bull. 
Yet (tho? perhaps I ſpeak thro? vanity) 
Wou'd we'd a little more humanity ! 
Too far, I fear, Pve drove the jeſt, 
So leave to Cock and Bull the reſt. 
A bull, who'd liſten'd to the vows 

Of above fifteen hundred cows, 

And ſerv'd his maſter, freſh and freſh, 
With hecatombs of ſpecial fleſh, 
Like to a hermit, or a derviſe, 
Grown old and feeble in the ſervice, 
Now left the meadow's green parade, 
And ſought a ſolitary ſhade. 

The cows proclaimed, by mournful mooing, 
The bull's deficiency in wooing, 

And to their diſappointed maſter 

All told the terrible diſaſter. 

Is this the caſe (quoth Hodge) O rare! 

But hold—to-morrow is the fair: 

Thou to thy doom old boy, art fated, 
To-morrow—and thou ſhalt be baited— 
The deed was done—curſe on the wrong! 
Bloody deſcription, hold thy tongue— 
Victorious yet the bull return d, 

And with ſtern ſilence inly mourn'd. 


A 

A vet? 
Who ſer 
Who cro 
Alike fro 
Whole ye 
Whoſe vi 
Had juſt 
Triumph; 
By riv'let 
He heard 
And great 
Gave him 
Riſe, ne 
Brave wit: 
And let us 


The cruel 


Methinks 
When firſt 
Methinks 
« All will 
When bloc 
Who devia 


Who natur. 
And thus h 


A Story of a Cock and a But. © 


A vet'ran, brave, majeſtic cock, 
Who ſerv'd for hour-glaſs, guard and clock; 
Who crowd the manſions firſt relief, | 
Alike from goblin and from thief; 

Whoſe youth eſcap'd the Chriſimas ſkillet, 
Whoſe vigour brav'd the Shroveride billet, 
Had juſt return'd in wounds and pain, 
Triumphant from the barbarous main. 

By riv'let's brink, with trees o'ergrown, 
He heard his fellow-ſuFerer moan, 

And greatly ſcorning wounds and ſmart, 
Gave him three chears with all his heart. 

Riſe, neighbour, from that penſive attitude, 
Brave witneſs of vile man's ingratitude 
And let us both, with ſpur and horn, 

The cruel reaſoning monſter ſcorn.— 
Methinks at every dawn of day, 
When firſt I chant my blithſome lay, 
Methinks I hear from out the ſky 
All will be better by and by.” 
When bloody, baſe, degenerate man, 
Who deviates from his Maker's plan, 
Who nature and her works abuſes, 
And thus his fellow-ſervant uſes, 
SY F 4 Who 


54 MA Story of a Cock and a Bull. 
Shall greatly, and yet juſtly, want 
The mercy he refus'd to grant. 

And when his heart his conſcience purges, 
Shall with to be the brute he ſconrges.* 


no illuſtration, we ſhall beg leave to introduce, 
as a cordial to the cruel and hard-hearted, 


Some Inſtructions which will enable Parents to 
bring their Offspring to the Galloæus. 


teach him to torture flies with a pin or needle; 


a ſtring to his leg, that the child may let it fly 
from his hand, and pull it in again, and drag it 
about till the bird's joints are diſlocated, and it 
dies in extreme torture. During this time he 
may alſo be taught to half-drown puppies and 
kittens, and to ſet dogs at the cats, to worry 
them. Then the young gentleman may be pro- 
vided with a cock, to ſet up for two - pence 
three throws, and be taught to prop up the poor 
creature upon ſticks, when both his legs are 
broke that he can no longer ſtand alone. And, 
when maſter is grown up to ſix foot high, ke 
may be indulged with cock-fighting, bull-bait- 
ing, and other elegant and faſhionable diverſions. 
All this time you are to keep him from church, 
and learn him to laugh at the parſon, and to 

| | deſpiis 


* Inſtead of notes to this Story, which needs 


As ſoon as the child is able to do miſchief, 


then you may furniſh him with a bird, and tie 
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A Story of a Cick and a Bull. 55 


deſpiſe all good people, good precepts, and good 
books; by which means he will ſoon get rid of 
all thoſe ſort of ſenſations that humanize the mind, 
and tend to make mankind juſt and good; and 


— 


71 
8 
* 


will be ever delighted with acts of cruelty, will 
never be ſo happy as when he is doing miſchief, 
and will, in all probability, ſoon arrive at the 
lows. g 


hehaviour, will have a contrary effect. 


by degrees, he will contract a mercileſs diſpoſition, 


Note, A contrary education, and a contrary = 
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. II. 
FROM 


Couſin Sam to Couſin Su. 


Loving Couſin, 


HAT I am going to ſay will amaze 


you, but it is very true. The great 
folks here are not half ſo wiſe as I thought 
they were; nor indeed are the people in Lon- 
don a bit better, or honeſter, than our poor 
neighbours in the country. They ſo little 
regard the truth, that ſome of our great 
ones will ſend word they are not at home, 
though you ſee them; nay, will perhaps 
look out at window, and tell you ſo them- 


ſelves; and yet they expect nothing but truth 
from 


A. 


from the 
when I 
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A Letter from Couſm Sam, &c. 57 
from their ſervants: there's the jeſt. But 
when I think upon our old copy, Sue, that 
| Ewil communications corrupt good manners, I 

wonder how any of thoſe, who lead diſſolute 
lives, can expect their ſervants to lead good 
ones. The great buſineſs of the great ones 
here is to kill time, as they call it; and the 
places frequented for this purpoſe are the 
Auctions, White's, Plays, Operas, Maſquerades, 
Balls, Aſemblies, Routs, Drums, the Park, 
the Gardens, and ſometimes the Church. To 
give you an idea of auction-hunting, I have 
incloſed you a copy of Mr. Garrict's Pro- 
logue to the entertainment called Taſe; and 
J ſhall, in my future letters, give you ſome 
account of the beſt of their diverſions, and 
r of their behaviour at them. Ah Sue / Ho- 
e wejty's the beſt policy ſtill: that I know. And 
tif our great people would be good, the little 
A people would be better than they are; for 
s we all copy our ſuperiors; which is a hint, 
n- though from a poor footman, not unworthy 
th the conſideration of the great ones, and * 
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58 A Letter from Couſm SAM, Gc. 


of the legiſlature itſelf. A few great ex- 


amples would make even religion and virtue 


in faſhion; and a what a deal of trouble that 


would ſave the poor lawyers. I am, 
Dear Couſin Sue, 


— * 


De PROLOGUE. 
EFORE this court I Peter Puff appear, 


Who for myſelf, and eke a hundred others, 


My uſeful, honeſt, learned, bawling brothers, 


With much humility and fear implore ye, 
And lay our preſent deſp'rate caſe before ye. 
"Tis ſaid, a certain witty wag intends 

To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends, 


If Lords and Ladies, and ſuch dainty folks, 


Are cur'd of auction-hunting by his jokes; 
Should this odd doctrine ſpread throughout 


the land, | 
Before you buy be ſure io underſtand, 


Yours, Sc. 


A Briton born, and bred an Auctioneer; 
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A Letter from Couſm Sam, &c. 95 
Oh! think on us what various ills will flow, 
When great ones only purchaſe—what they 
know. 
Why laugh at Ta/te? It is a harmleſs faſhion, 
And quite ſubdues each detrimental paſſion ; 
The fair ones hearts will ne'er incline to man, 
While thus they rage for china and j . 
The Virtuoſo too, and Connorfſeur, | 
Are ever decent, delicate and pure; 
The ſmalleſt hair their looſer thoughts might 
hold, 

Juſt warm when fingle, and when marry'd cold. 
Their blood at fight of beauty gently flows; 
Their Venus muſt be old, and want a noſe. 
No am'rous paſſion with deep knowledge 
| thrives ; : 

is the complaint indeed of all our wives. 
"Tis ſaid virtù to ſuch a height is grown, 
All artiſts are encourag'd but our o-.n. 
e not deceiv'd, I here declare on oath, 
I never yet ſold goods of Horeign growth; 
Neer ſent commiſſion out to Greece or Rome; 
My beſt antiquities are made at home. 


I've 
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bo A Letter from Couſm S aM, c. 
I've Romans, Greeks, Italians, near at hand, 
True Britons all—and living in the Strand. 
I neer for trinkets rack my pericranium, 


They furniſh out my room from Herculaneum. 
But huſh | 


Should it he known that Engliſh are employ'd, 


Our manufacture is at once deſtroy'd; 
No matter what our countrymen deſerve, 
They'll thrive as ancients, but as moderns 
ſtarve— > x 
If it ſhould fall—to you it will be owing, 
Farewel to art.— they're going, going, going / | 
The fatal hammer's in your hand, oh town, - 
Then ſet us up—and knock the poet down. 


Several minutes of the laſt meeting of our Soci- 
ety, which ſerve to illuſtrate and explain ſome 
Puſſages in the above prologue. 


Curiqſities fold at our laſt Auction. 


A Torkfhire chamber- pot, for a Raman urn, 
: | S x20 
Sixteen dozen of ſecond-hand French tooth- 
picks, warranted originals = - - £5 o 
An old ſcythe and dung-pike, for an ante- 


diluvian knife and fork -» „187 100 
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A Letter from Couſin Sam, &c. 61 

Six capital pieces of Rubens's painted by Mr. 
Ellis, but known to be originals by the Connoſe 
fair. = = =o; 8 

Agreed, That we all diſtribute bugs, as ſur- 
geons, who inoculate, ſow the ſmall-pox. 

John had an accident yeſterday, where- 
fore this advertiſement 1s to be publiſhed at the 
expence of the ſociety. 

Loſt, and ſuppoſed to be ſtolen, from à gentle- 
man who was fitting up a new bed, a Bottle of 
BUGS, that were ſpecial breeders: Whoewver will 
bring them to the Cat and Bagpipes, in Old- 
Blanket Lane, Hall be well rewarded for tbeir 


pains. 


We muſt, in juſtice to the trade, obſerve, that 
there is not above five or ſix members in this ſo- 
ciety, and no more are to be admitted; ſo that 
theſe ſort of bargains are not to be expected in 
the common courſe of bulineſs, nor any where 
but at Auctions. 
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The APPLE-PYE. 
N Man of aui may diſguiſe 


His knowledge, and not ſeem too wiſe; 


But take it for a conſtant rule, 
There's no concealing of a fool. 

Of this the inſtances are plenty, 

But one may ſerve as well as twenty. 

A worthy Knight of good eſt ite, 
Prov'd to be fo unfortunate, | 
That with great coſt, and fruitleſs care, 
He rear'd a Sloct head to his Heir; 

But hoping it would mend the breed, 
Should he ſome ſober damſel wed, 

He ſent him out to court a lady, 
Whoſe father he'd engag'd already. 
But firſt he charg'd him on his bleſſing, 
To keep in mind this eaſy leſſon : 
Humphrey ſays he, whate'er you do, 
Take heed your words be very few; 
For you'll be counted wiſe, ſo long 


« As you have wit to hold your tongue : 
| | < And 


The . 
And neve 
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And let m 
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. And never feed too greedily, 
On cuſtard, pudding, or ſweet pye, 
« Leſt your ungovern'd appetite 
Bring ſhame and ſorrow in the night.— | 

>, But John ſhall go, for he'll adviſe you; 
And let me tell you, John's no niſey. 
Here, John, d'ye mind, give Numps a touch, 

Whene'er he talks or eats too much, 
ge ſure take heed he don't neglect, 
* To pay the gentry great reſpect, 
* And all our ſervices expreſs 
In handſome terms, with good addreſs. 
Inſtructed thus they both took horſe, - 
And tow'rds the lady bent their courſe. 
Whilſt John perform'd the teacher's part, 
Numps got his compliments by heart. 
Which he deliver'd in ſuch guiſe, 
They thought him zolerable wi/ : 
He held his tongue, which ſeem'd to be 
A token of his modeſtv. 
All paſs'd on well, till Supper came: 
Oh hateful meal! Oh hateful name 
Vile author of poor Humphiey's ſhame ! 
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64 Th APP L E- F E. 
From ev'ry diſh, moſt nicely dreſt, 

Th' old lady ſtill ſupply'd her gueſt. 

All with aſtoniſhment beheld 

His plate oft empty; often fill'd. 

He eat John pull'd, and pull'd again; 
Thy pulls, oh John! were all in vain; 

For near him ſtood an apply-pye, 

On which he caſt a greedy eye, 
Then filPd his plate fix inches high.“ 
| |  Fobn 


People, who feed in this manner, ſhould be 
8 with Mr. Mliſon's elaſtic waiſtcoats, which 

e is about to make public; and that they may 
know where to furniſh themſelves, I ſhall here 
Inſert his advertiſement : 


N be ſold cheap, and warranted very uſeful 


to all people who ate in office, even from 


the Peer to the Overſeer of the pariſh, and very 
ſeaſonable for Citizens on a Lord-Mayor's day, 


Elaſtic Veniſon W aiſtcoats, 


Knit very looſely, and ſo contrived as to ſtretch to 
an enormous ſize: ſo that a man who hitherto was 
obliged to put up with a pound, may become 2 
ſix or eight pounder, without endangering his 
buttons, or being obliged to unlace. Sold at his 
houſe in Pudding-lane, near the Monument. 
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Te APPLEPYE. 65 
John gave his elbow many a twitch; 
Thought Numps, our John may kifs my br--ch, 
Tis apple-pye----Pll eat my fill, 

Let conſequence be what it will. 

Fatal reſolve! I dread to tell 

The conſequences which befel. 

Let ſordid atmen tell the reſt, 

Who reliſh the unſavoury jeſt. 

My dainty muſe would fain have done, 


0 But truth commands, ſhe muſt go on. 
8 Note, He has breeches made of the ſame ma- 
ay ber ials to provide againſt accidents. 


oY „ He has alſo, ready made, Turtle Dreſſes, 
from four to ten reefs, with the net-work behind; 
ful ſo contrived, that while the maſter is feeding, his 
on "i ſervant, behind the chair, may let out reef by reef, | 
to the utmoſt extent of the ſkin, without diſturbing (BY 
Y» the company, --He has likewiſe, for the purpoſe of Fl 
turtle eating, the true Micrometer Caps, that mea- } } 
ſure and determine, from the ſtem of the head, | 


to what quantity is digeſted in any given time, 
vas | 8 
* Advice gratis. ; 
his N 
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66 APPL EP vx. 
In the beſt bed the Suire muſt lie, 

And Jobn in truckle bed juſt by, 

Who ſlept, till with a diſmal groan, 

He cry'd at midnight, help, dear John“ g 
Or elſe for ever I'm undone. 

For heaven's ſake, find ſome excuſe, 

The dev*'liſh apple-pye's broke looſe ; 

And as I've laid upon't and roll'd it, 

The bed's ſcarce big enough ta hold it. 

John wak'd, and thus began to pray, 

The devil take all fools, I ſay, 

Why choke you, eat it up again, 

And lick the ſheets and blankets clean. 
What can be done ?—here, take my ſhirt, 
And I'll come wallow in the dirt. 

Do you get up as ſoon as light, 

I'll lie and try to ſet all right.“ 

So ſaid, ſo done, up got the *Squire, 
And John lay tumbling in the mire, 

He lay till two briſk laſſes come, 

To make the bed, and clean the room. 
Soon, in the damaſk bed, friend John 
Was ſpy'd, half bury'd j in the down. 
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TheAPPLEPY E. 67 
What's here, quo? Nell, as I'm alive 
The maſter roſe ſoon after five; 
« Here is his man, a lazy loon, 
Intends to lie a-bed till noon.” 
Quoth John, I've had a tedious night, 
That truckle bed has lam'd me quite. 
© | turn'd in here to take ſome reſt ; 
This is a comfortable neſt. 
One nap, dear girls ! is all I beg, 

A nap! Sue, give him ſome cold pig. 
Come, come, ſays John, don't play the fool, 
« 'm /axative, you'll make me pull, 
And ſtraining hard will force a ſtool.” 
They pull'd, John ſqueez d, and gave a grunt, 
Then cry'd aloud—* good faith I've don't! 
E' en thank yourſelves.'—Away ran Nell 
And Sue half poiſon'd with the ſmell. 
This ſtory ſlipt not you may ſwear, 
But quickly reach'd the maſter's ear, 
His lordſhip, tickled with the whim, 
Cou'd not forbear at dinner-time 
To banter John; nor did he fail 
T” enlarge upon this curious tale. 


* 
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But ſeeing John with ſhame caſt down, 

He frankly tipt him half a crown. 

John took't and bow'd-- Mumps, ſitting by, 
Seeing the prize, with envious eye, 

Into John's fob directly go, 

Cry'd out aloud, why, John, you know 
The half crown is by right my due, 

© Twas I be- t the bed, not you.” 

Oh blunder! never to be mended! 
This one wiſe ſpeech the courtſhip ended. 
Home trotted John in doleful dumps, 
And far behind ſneak'd hopeful Numps. 
The lady, thus diverted by her *Squire, 
Found out a cleanlier lover to lie by her.“ 


* Some Parents, for the ſake of that bane of 
human felicity, gold, have obliged their daugh- 
ters to marry huſbands almoſt as diſagreeable as 
Numps; and have thereby, not only ruined their 
children, and intailed miſery on their offspring, 
but have rendered themſelves accountable, as un- 
doubtedly they are, for all the evils that are con- 
ſequent of ſuch a forced and prepoſterous union. 
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of an curfeu tolls the knell of 0 day, 

The lowing herd winds ſlowly o'er the lea, 

The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs, and to me, 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 


And atl the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds; 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
Or drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds. 


dave that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 


The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 


Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 
| Beneath 
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Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew- trees ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring 


- heap, 5 : 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep, 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 


The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built 


_ 


The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, | 


Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to liſp their Sire's return, 


Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 


Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has * 
How jocund did they drive their team a. field 5 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy 


ſtroke! 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 5 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure; 


Nor grandeur hear, with a diſdainful ſmile, 


The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The 
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The peali 
Can ſtoried 
Back to h 
Can honour' 
Or flatt'ry 


Perhaps in t. 
Some hear 
Hands that tl 
Or wak'd 
But knowled 
Rich with 
Chill penury 
And froze 
Full many a 
The dark 
Full many a 
And waſte 


„ E. LEG V. 71 
The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Awaits alike th' inevitable hour, 
The paths of glory leads but to the grave. 


Forgive, ye proud, th' involuntary fault, 
If memory to theſe no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault, 

The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 
Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, SLY 
Back to his manſion call the fleeting breath ?- 
Can honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of death? 


Perhaps in this negle&ed ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire, 
Hands that the reins of empire might have ſway d, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the ſpoil of time did ne'er unroll; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: 
Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air, 
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Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt MW Their nam 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; muſ 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, The plac 

Some Cromavell, guiltleſs of his country's blood. 2 
Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, W 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, For who to 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, This plea 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, Left the war 
Nor caſt o 


Their lot forbad: nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin dz On ſome fon 


Forbad to wade thro' ſlaughter to a throne, Some piou 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind, MA ws th 
The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, For 5 "0 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenious ſhame, D. N _= 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride If ahi - 
With incenſe, kindled at the muſe's flame. Joins Ne 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, Rds. 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray ; T £4 wig 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life c Brad ave 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. © To IN as 
Vet &en theſe bones from inſult to protect, x Thorns a 15 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, That _ 


12 N rhymes and ſhapelefs ſculptur: , His liſtlefs le 


Implores the paſſing tribute of a figh, And Pore 


Their 
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Their name, their years, ſpelt by the unletter d 11 
muſe, | WHY | 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply _ ml Ul 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 3 1 il | 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. ; I 8 
For who to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey, vel 
This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, ] | "ll: | 
Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 7 |, if | 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 4 | . 
on ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 1 N 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; K 


Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Awake and faithful to her wonted ſires. 


| For thee, who mindful of the unhonour'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 
Haply, ſome hoary-headed ſwain may fay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
* Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
* That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
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His liſtleſs length at noon- tide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
i f H Hard 
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Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
li Mutt' ring his wayward fancies he would 
c rove, 
< Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
© Orcraz'd with care, orcroſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


© One morn I miſs'd him on the accuſtom'd hill. 
© Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


c The next with dirges due in fad array, 
C Slow thro' the church- ney path we ſaw him 
c borne, 
© Approach and read (for thoucan'ſt read) the lay, 
Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn, 


© There ſcatter'd oft, the earlieſt of the year, 
© By hands unſeen, are ſhow'rs of violets found; 
© The red-breaſt loves to build and warble there, 
And little footſteps lightly print the ground. 


The EPITAPH. 


ERE reſts his head upon the Jap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 

Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
© And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large, 
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Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 

© Heay'n did a recompence as largely ſends 
He gave to mis'ry (all he had) a tear; 

He gain'd from heav'n ot twas all he win A) 


c a friend. 


No farther ſeek his merits to Jiſcloſe, 


1 (There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his father and his God. 


Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
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H, Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu! 
By love and firſt nature ally'd, 
Together in fondneſs we grew ; 
Ah, would we together had dy'd : 
For the faith which reſembled my own, 
For thy ſoul which was ſpotleſs and true, 
For the joys we together have known, 
Ah, Damon! dear ſhepherd, adieu! 


What bliſs can hereafter be mine, 
Whom ever engaging J ſee? 
To his friendſhip I ne'er can incline, 


For fear I ſhould mourn him like thee. 
EL Tho 
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Tho' the muſes ſhould crown me with art, 
Tho? honour and fortune ſhould join, 
Since thou art deny'd to my heart, 
What bliſs can hereafter be mine ? 


Ah, Damon, dear ſhepherd, farewel ! 1 
Thy grave with fad oziers I'll bind; 
Tho? no more in one cottage we dwell, 
I can keep thee for ever in mind: 
Each morning, I'll viſit alone 
His aſhes who lov'd me ſo well, 
And murmur each eve o'er his ſtone, 
Ah, Damon, dear ſhepherd, farewel.“ 
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HE maid that owns this humble ſtone, 
Was ſcarce in yonder hamlet known; 
And yet her ſweets, (but heav'n denied) 
Had grac'd the cot where late ſhe died. 
Behold, how freſh the verdure grows, 
Where peace and innocence repoſe. 
Thou too, not unimprov'd, depart; 
Go, guard like her the rural heart: 
Go, keep her graſs-grown ſod in mind, 
Till death, the foe whom thou ſhalt find, 
Bedew'd with many a ſimple tear, 


Shall lay thy village wirtues here. 
A CURE 
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For the DISEASE called 
$COL DIS 


ISS MOLLY, a fam'd toaſt, was fair 
| and young, 
Had wealth and charms—but then ſhe had a 
tongue, 
From morn to night, th' eternal larum run, 
Which often loſt the hearts her eyes had won. 
Sir John was ſmitten, and confeſs'd his flame, 
cn out the uſual time, then wed the dame, 
3 


. 


ad 
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Poſſeſsd he thought of every joy of life; 
But his dear Moly prov'd a very wife. 
Exceſs of fondneſs did in time decline, 


Madam lov'd money, and the Knight lov'd 
wine; 


From whence ſome petty diſcords would arike 
As you're a fool; and you are mighty wiſe. 
Tho? he and all the world allow'd her wit, 


Her voice was ſhrill, and rather loud than 
ſweet. 


When ſhe began- for hat and ſword he'd call, 
Then after a faint kiſs—cry, b'y dear Moll; 


Supper and friends expect me at the Ro/e. 


And what, Sir John, you'll get your uſual doſe, 


Go, ſtink of ſmoke, and guzzle naſty wine; 


Sure never virtuous love was us'd like mine. 


Oft as the watchful bellman mareh'd his 
round, 


At a freſh bottle gay Sir John he found. 


By four the knight wou'd get his bus'neſs 


done, | 
And only then reed off becauſe alone, 


Full well he knew the dreadful ſtorm to come, 
But arm'd with Boardeaux he could venture 


home, My 
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My Lady with her tongue was {ill prepar'd ; 
She rattled loud, and he impatient heard : 
"Tis a fine hour! in a ſweet pickle made! 
And this, Sir Job, is every day the trade. 
Here I fit moping all the live-long night, 
Devour'd with ſpleen, and ſtranger to delight, 
Till morning ſends me home a drunken beaſt, 
Reſolv'd to break my heart, as well as reſt. 

Hey! hoop! d'ye hear my damn'd ob- 

ſtrep'rous ſpouſe ? 
What can't you find no bed about the houſe? 
Will that perpetual clack lie never ſtill? 
That rival to the ſoftneſs of a mill; 
Some couch and diſtant room muſt be my 
choice, 
Where I may ſleep; uncurs'd with wife and 
noiſe, 

Long this uncomfortable life they led, 
With ſnarling me als, and each a ſeparate bed. 
To an old uncle oft ſhe would complain, 
Beg'd his advice, nor could from tears refrain, 
Old Wiſeauood ſmok'd the matter as it was, 
Chear up, ſays he, and I'll remove the cauſe. 
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A wondrous ſpring within my garden flows, 
Of ſovereign virtue, chiefly to compoſe 

Domeſtic jars, and matrimonial ſtrife, 

The beſt elixir for a man and wife. 

Strange its effects, its qualities divine 

"Tis water call'd, but worth its weight in wine. 

If in his ſullen airs Sir John ſhould come, 

Three ſpoonfuls take, hold in your mouth 

6 then mum. 

Smile and look pleaſant, when he ſhall rage 

and ſcold, | 

Still in your mouth the healing cordial hold; 

One month this ſympathetic med'cine try'd, 

He'll grow a lover, you a happy bride. 

But, deareſt neice, keep this grand ſecret cloſe, 
Or ev'ry prattling jade will beg a doſe. 

A water bottle's brought for her relief; 
Nor Nantz could ſooner eaſe the Lady's grief. 
Her buſy thoughts are on the trial bent, 
And, female like, impatent for the event. 

The bonny Knight reels home exceeding 

clear, 


Prepar'd for clamour and domeſtic war. f 
| Ent'ring 
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Ent ring, he cries, —hey ! where s our thun- 
der fled ? 

No ſtorm to-night, why,—what's your lady 
dead ? 

Madam aſide, an ample mouthful takes, 

Courteſies, looks kind, but not a word ſhe 


ſpeaks :® 
Wond'ring he ſtar'd, ſcarcely his eyes be- 
liev'd, 


But found his ears agreeably deceiv'd. 


Why, how how, Molly, what's the crotchet 
now ? 


She ſmiles and anſwers only with a bow. 
Then claſping her about, —why, let me die ! 
Theſe night-cloaths, Moll, become thee 
mightily. 

With that he ſigh'd, her hand began to wok 
And Betty calls, her lady to undreſs. 

Thus the fond pair to bed enamour'd went, 
The lady pleas'd, and the good knight con- 


tent. 


For many days theſe fond endearments 
paſe'd ; 


The reconciling bottle fails at laſt, 
| "Twas 


La 
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Twas us'd and gone, — Then midnight flormy 
aroſe, : bh 
And looks and words the union diſcompoſe. 


Her coach is order'd, and poſt-haſte ſhe flies 
To beg her uncle for ſome freſh ſupplies ; 
Tranſported does the ſtrange effects relate, 
Her 4nigh!'s converſion and her happy ſtate, 


Why, neice, ſays he, —I prithee apprehend ; 
The water's water :—Be thyſelf thy friend: 
Such beauty would the coldeſt huſband warm, 
But your provoking tongue undoes the charm: 
Be ſilent, and complying, —and you'll find, 
Sir John, without a medicine, will be kind.“ 
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*The ſatire of this poem is chiefly levelled at 
the behaviour of the with, little notice being taken 
of that of her huſband, whereas that ought to have 
been firſt conſidered ; for the governors of families, 
as well as other governors, who would have thoſe 
under them live orderly and well, ſhould ſet a 

good example themſelves. 
Nothing very dreadful could happen to ſociety, 
from the activity and free exerciſe of my lady's 
tongue; but great evils might ariſe from Sir Jo/n's 
manner of living. Example is more prevalent than 
Precept; and a drunken and debauched knight 
| may 
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A Cure for Scolding. 85 
may corrupt and extirpate the ſeeds of virtue in 
a whole village, and render the good Parſon's 
labours of none effect 
If we meaſure the crime by the miſchiefs that 
attend it, what a vile miſcreant will a drunkard 
appear? For, from drunkenneſs proceed tumults, 
riots, quarrels, murder, and a whole train of other 
evils; not to mention poverty, neglect of buſineſs, 
and the ruin of families. Tis the greateſt enemy 
to government, for it renders a man unfit for ſo- 
ciety, and unable to conform himſelf to any 
laws: a wife man therefore may well wonder why 
every government doth not take more pains to 
ſuppreſs 1t. | 

"Tis amelancholy conſideration, but yet I am 
ſure *tis true, that three fourths of the thefts, rob- 
beries, murders, and fires in London, are owing to 
drunkenneſs only, and yet no ſteps are taken to 
prevent it !---Oh when will the legiſtature open 
their eyes, and not ſuffer poiſon to be ſold pub- 
r w TO. 
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Sir John ought to have been treated in the man- 
ner a juſtice of peace in the country was by Tom 
Tom, who was a powerful ſtrong fellow, but 
half an idiot, was brought before the juſtice for 
behaving in an inſolent manner when drunk. He 
was ſaucy enough upon his examination, and the 
juſtice ordered him into the ſtocks, not ſo much, I 
| I believe, 
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believe, ſor the crime of drunkenneſs as for the 
indignity offered to his authority. Oae evening 
after this Tom meets the juſtice by the church-yard, 
which was at a diſtance from the village, reeling 
home with his ſkin full of wine, which he thought 
a great crime, and therefore, in his turn, inflicted 
the ſame puniſhment on his worſhip. 


CAR THEW “'s Reports, 


LYCURGUS, the wiſe lawgiver, in order to 
maintain an equilibrium of temper between man 
and wife, and that the ſpirits by agitation might not 
raiſe too high in the barometer of the brain, or- 
dained, that whenever the mind was ſo affected as 
to raiſe the voice to the note befabem!, the Re- 
ſponſor ſhonld not reply, till he had privately 
and diſtinctly told a hundred. It was pleaſant 
enough to hear a diſpute of this ſort carried on 
between man and wife; for before half a dozen 
angry words had paſſed, you might perceive their 
voices gradually decreaſe ; and ſo effectually did 
it anſwer the purpoſe intended, that I have really 

ſeen a gentleman and his lady, who ſet out in the 
height of paſſion, kiſs and be friends before they 
got half way to the end of their diſpute. 


PLUTARCH, 


Archbiſhop Cranmer had perhaps this paſſage 
in view, when he married his neice; of whom the 
following ſtory is related, The archbiſhop's neice 
being engaged to a gentleman every way her equal 

31 | in 
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in point of family and fortune, the wedding- day 
was folemnized with great pomp and ſplendor ;' | 
after which, according to cuſtom, the new mar- Far 
ried couple were left alone. Next morning the 1 
˖ good archbiſhop went into their chamber, and en- 9 
quiring after their health, told them, he had a pre- i! 
ſeat to make them. They were impatient to know 1 
what it was; but he perſiſted in concealing it till 64 
they both promiſed him never to wear it at the Wo 
: ſame time; and, having extorted from them that 7 
8 ſolemn promiſe, he preſented them with a Fool 's 1 
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DraTun of SWIFT. 


Occaſioned by reading the following 
Maxim in Rochfoucault. 


Dans l adver/it# de nos meilleurs amis nous trou- 
ons toujours guelpue choſe, gui ne nous di. 
plaift pas. 

S Rochfoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe 'em true; 

They argue no corrupted mind 

In him : the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reſt, 

Is thought too baſe for human breaſt: 


c In all diſtrefles of our friends, 


% We firſt conſult our private ends: 
| -« While 


Ve 
« While n⸗ 
« Points ou 
If this perh: 
Let reaſon a 

We all be 
Our equal 1 
Ilove my fr 
But why ſh 
Then let me 
Suppoſe it 


If in a battl. 


One, whom 
Had ſome h 
A champior 
Rather than 
Would you 
Dear honeſt 
Lies rack'd 
How patien 
How glad t 

What pot 
His brother 
But rather: 
He'd wiſh h 
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« While nature, kindly bent to eaſe us, 
points out ſome cireumſtance to pleaſe us.“ 
If this perhaps your patience move; 
Let reaſon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal rais'd above our fize. 
Ilove my friend as well as you, 
But why ſhould he obſtruct my view? 
Then let me have the higher poſt; ' 
Suppoſe it butan inch at moſt. | 
If in a battle you ſhould find 
One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had ſome heroic action done, 
A champion kilPd, or trophy won; 
Rather than thus be over-topt, 
Would you not with his laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeſt Ned 1s in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without: 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad the caſe is not your own! 

What poet 'wou'd not mourn to ſee 
His brother write as well as he? 
But rather than they ſhould excel, 
He'd wiſh his rivals all in hell. 
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90 Verſes on the Death 

Her end when emulation miſſes, 
She turns to envy, tings and hiſſes: 
The ftrongeſt friendſhip yields to pride, 
Unleſs the odds be on our ſide. 

Vain human kind! fantaſtic race! 
Thy various follies who can trace? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride, 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and ſtation: 

Tis all on me a uſurpation. 

I have no title to aſpire, 

Yet when you ſink, I ſeem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 

But with a figh I wiſh it mine; 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More ſenſe, than I can do in fix, 
It gives me ſuch a jealous fit ; 

I cry, pox take him and his wit. 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay. 
In my own hum'rous biting way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 
Who dares to irony pretend ; 
Which I was born to introduce; 
Refin'd it firſt, and ſnew'd its uſe. 


St. 


St. John 
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St. 
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St. John, as well as Pultney, knows 

That I had ſome repute for proſe ; 

And, 'till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a miniſter of ſtate, 

If they have mortified my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aſide; 

If with ſuch talents heav'n has bleſt'em, 
Have I not reaſon to deteſt'em ? 

To all my foes dear fortune ſend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 

I tamely can endure the firſt ; 
But this with envy makes me burſt. 

Thus much may ſerve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem, 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muſt by the courſe of nature die; 
When I foreſee, my ſpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends: 

And tho? *tis hardly underſtood, 

Which way my death can do them good ; 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them ſpeak : 
See, how the dean begins to break ! 
Poor gentleman ! he droops apace; 
You plainly find it in his face. 
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That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him, till he's dead. 

40 | Beſides, his memory decays; 

1 He recolle&s not what he ſays: 
HJ e cannot call his friends to mind; 
Peoorgets the place where laſt he din'd: 

iff | Plies you with ſtories o'er and o'er; 

q 
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He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy we can fit, 
To hear his out-of faſhion wit? 
4 But he takes up with younger folks, 
ll Who, for his wine, will hear his jokes. 

0 Faith, he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter : 
| Wh In half the time, he talks them round ; 
1 There muſt another ſet be found. 

3 For poetry, he's paſt his prime; 
Hs e takes an hour to find a rhyme: 

His fire is out, his wit decay' d, 
His fancy ſunk, his muſe a jade. 

I'd have him throw away his pen; 

But there's no talking to ſome men! 

And then, there tenderneſs appears, 

By adding largely to my years: 


He's oldet 
And well 
He hardly 
And that, 
His ſtoma 
Laſt year 
But now h 
I with he 1 
Then hug 
It 15 not ye 


In ſuch 


And by the 
Some great 
No enemy 
With all th 
The merit 
When dal 
And ſervan 
Wou'd ple: 
That, God 
Then he, \ 
| Approves t! 
« You kno 
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He's older than he would be reckon'd, 
And well remembers Charles the ſecond, 
He hardly drinks a pint of wine; 

And that, I doubt, is no good ſign. 
His ſtomach too begins to fail; 

Laſt year we thought him ſtrong and hail; 
But now he's quite another thing; 

I wiſh he may hold out till ſpring. 
Then hug themſelves, and reaſon thus : 
It is not yet fo bad with us. 

In ſuch a caſe they talk in tropes; 
And by their fears expreſs their hopes. 
Some great misfortunes to portend, 

No enemy can match a friend. 

With all the kindneſs they profeſs 

The merit of a lucky gueſs. 

When daily how d'y's come of courſe, 
And ſervants anſwer, <** worſe and worſe?” 
Wou'd pleaſe'em better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd, the dean is well. 
Then he, who propheſy'd the beſt, 
Approves the judgment to the reſt: 

« You know, I always fear'd the worſt, 
4 And often told you ſo at firſt,” 
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94 Verſes on the Death 
He'd rather chuſe that I ſhould die, 
Than his prediction prove a lye. 
Not one foretels I ſhall recover ; 


But all agree to give me over. 


Yet, ſhould ſome neighbour feel a pain 
Juſt in the parts where I complain; 
How many a meſſage would he ſend! 
What hearty prayers that I ſhould mend! 
Enquire what regimen I kept: 
What gave me eaſe, and how I ſlept: 
And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the ſnivelers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For, tho' you may miſtakea year, 
Tho? your prognoſtics run too faſt, 
They muſt be verify'd at laſt. 

Behold the fatal day arrive; 


How is the dean? he's juſt alive. 
How the departing prayer is read ; 


He hardly breathes. The dean is dead. 
Before the paſſing-bell begun, 
The news thro” half the town has run. 
Oh! may we all for death prepare ! 
What has he left ? And who's his heir? 


I know no 
Tis all be 
To public 
What had 
Mere envy 
He gave it 


And had t! 
No worthy 


So ready tc 
Forgetting 

Now Gr 
With elegi 
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That all h 
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T know no more, than what the news is; 
Iis all bequeath'd to public uſes. 
To public uſes! there's a whim ! 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride; 
He gave it all—but firſt he dy'd. 
And had the Dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend? no poor relation? 
So ready to do ſtrangers good, 
Forgetting his own fleſh and blood! 
Now Gru6/treet wits are all employ'd ; 
With elegies the town is cloy'd: 
Some paragraph in every paper 
To curſe the Dean, or bl:/s the Drapier ; ; 
The doors, tender of their fame, 
Wiſely on me lay all the blame. 
We muſt confeſs his caſe was nice; 
But he wou'd never take advice : 
Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
He might have liv'd theſe twenty years: 
For, when we open'd him, we found 
That all his vital parts were ſound. 
From Dublin ſoon to London ſpread, 
'Tis told at court, the Dean is dead. 


And 
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And Lady 8 in the ſpleen 

Runs laughing up to tell * * “. 

* * So gracious, mild and good, 

Cries, © is he gone! 'tis time he ſhou'd. 
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Now Chartres, at Levee, 


Tells with a ſneer the tidings heavy; 
Why, if he dy'd without his ſhoes, 
(Cries——) Pm ſorry for the news: 
Oh, were the wretch but living ſhll, 
And in his place my good friend Vill! 
Or had a mitre on his head, 

Provided Bolingbroke were dead! 

Now Curl his ſhop from rubbiſh drains, 
Three genuine tomes of Szwif7's remains! 
And then to make them paſs the ghbber, 
Revis'd by Tibbals, Moore and Cibber. 
He'll treat me, as he does my betters, 
Publiſh my will my life, my letters; 
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Revive the libels born to die; 


Which Pope muſt bear, as well as J. 
Here ſhift the ſcene, to repreſent 
How thoſe I love my death lament. 


Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 


A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. John himſelf will ſcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The reſt will give a ſhrug, and cry, 
«© I'm ſorry, but we all muſt die!” 
Indiff'rence clad in wiſdom's guiſe 
All fortitude of mind ſupplies : 

For how can ſtony bowels melt, 

In thoſe who never pity felt ? 


When we are laſh'd, they kiſs the rod, 


Reſigning to the will of God. 
The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with ſuſpence and fear; 


Who wiſely thought my agea ſcreen, 


When death approach'd to ſtand between; 


The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling, 
| They mourn for me without diſſembling. 


My female friends, whoſe tender hearts 


Have better learn'd to a& their parts, 
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98 Verſes on the Death 


Receive the news in doleful dumps: 
„The Dean is dead (pray what is trumps ?) 
© Then, Lord, have mercy on his ſoul ! 
« (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole) 

«« Six Deans, they ſay, muſt bear the pall. 
« (I wiſh I knew what King to call.) 

« Madam, your huſband will attend 

« The fun'ral of ſo good a friend. 

No, Madam, tis a ſhocking ſight ; 

« And he's engag'd to-morrow night: 

«© My Lady Club will take it ill, 

« If he ſhould fail her at quadrille. 

« He lov'd the Dean; (I lead a heart) 

% But deareſt friends, they ſay, muſt part. 


« His time was come, he ran is race; 
« We hope he's in a better place.“ 


* CALCOTHUS, in the hiſtory of Siberia, ſays, 
"Tis unpardonable for people to appearinſenſibleat 
the death of their relations and friends; wherefore 
great quantity of onions are generally collected 
and fold at the houſe of mourning (as apples and 
oranges are at our play-houſe doors) to excite the 
external ſymptoms of grief. Formerly, not only 
in Ireland, but in England and Scotland, people 
were often engaged to howl and cry for thoſe they 
never ſaw or heard of; and, on theſe occaſions, a 
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Why do we grieve, that friends ſhould die? 
No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. | 
One year 1s paſt; a diffrent ſcene! 
No farther mention of the Dean : 
Who now, alas! no more is miſs'd, 
Than if he never did exiſt. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo? 
Departed :=——and his works muſt follow : 
Muſt undergo the common fate; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country *ſquire to Lintot goes, 
Enquires for Sift in verſe and proſe: 


Says Lintot, I have heard the name; 


« Hedy'd a year ago. The ſame. 


good diſmal tone was much eſteemed and well re- 
warded. Mutes are ſtill engaged by undertakers 
to wear a ſorrowful countenance, which is thrown 
off for that of mirth and fun, when the company 
are abſent; our polite people however diſdain every 
diſguiſe of that ſort, they bravely throw off the 
maſk of affectatien, and generally mourn for their 


friends, and repent of their fins, with a pack. of 


cards before them. | 
| THOMPSON's Trimof Mankind. 
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He ſearches all the ſhop in vain. 
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To fancy they could live a year! 


J keep no antiquated ſtuff, 
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Sir, you may find them in Duc#-Lane. — 
Iſent them with a load of books ES ee 
Laſt Monday to the paſtry-cook's. . 
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1 find you're but a ſtranger here. 
The Dean was famous in his time, 
And had a kind of knack at rhime: 
His way of writing now is paſt: 
The town has gota better taſte. 


But ſpick and fpan I have enough. 
Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew'em: 
Here's Colley Cibber's birth- day poem. 
This ode you never yet have feen 

By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 
Then, here's a letter finely penn'd 
Againſt the Craftsman and his friend. 
It clearly ſhews, that all reflection 

On miniſters, is diſ-affection. 

Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 
And Mr. Henh's laſt oratio n: 

The hawkers have not got them yet: 
Your honour pleaſe to buy a ſet?“ 


Sup- 


Ae 22 


T — — 


if FT urſ © _m TT 
S0 EE ee ee een ! 


RD nan na cn 


——— — 


nin 


33 234 „„ „„ 


Ae 


i 8 * le. il 


1 


— — 


| 


he 24104 


— — —ä—d. ——— 


— — 


— — 


COLE „„ „„ „„ „ „„ 


1 


5 


1 e, 


= 


* 
8 
2 ̃ —— 
| 
8 a . ; 
- = Re 5 — LD — — Mike xr = = 
- 7 = - 25-4 - — Sr Argo, — 2 
: 8 ——— — 
= = — 


* — 
— — — — 


— — 
= wi - 


— 


— 


Ea 


. rr „„ 


— —— . — 


Suppoſ 
A club aſt 
Where, f. 
I grow th 
The De 
Was neve! 
Altho? iro: 
| | He ſham'd 
if * 41 
if «© He was 
«© And gr 
Extrem 
| Can we 

. Is not our 
. r was het 
; 8 « He ſha 
© We had 
Nor nee 
« Say wh: 
« You ae 
«© Wha, 1 
« Couldn 
« Attacki 

« Court, 


| 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


. 
— 


1 
[ 


l 0 = Pc 
„ Fee % TSR OY 
1 TI i K = «EE. WW , = OY r 8 
= - "(0 EY Ee "= ce „ © "IF i 
© L — = \ þ DEN IE 
1 


of Dr. SWIFT. 101 
Suppoſe me dead; and then ſuppoſe 
A club aſſembled at the Re/e- | 
Where, from diſcourſe of this and that, 


I grow the ſubje& of their chat. 
The Dean, if we helieve report, 


Was never ill received at court. 
Altho? ironically grave, 
He ſham'd the fool, and laſh'd the knave. 
« Sir, 1 have heard another ſtory ; 
He was a moſt confounded tory; 
© And grew, ar he is much bely'd, 
„Extremely dull before he dy'd.” “ 
Can we the Draper eber forget? 
Is not our nation in his debt? 
Twas he that writ the Drapier's Letters —! 
« He ſhould have left them for his betters : 
„We had a hundred aller men, 
Nor need depend upon his per.— 
© Say what you will about his reading, 
% You never can defend his breeding : 
„ Wha, in his ſatires running riot. 
« Could never leave the world in quiet— 
« Attacking, when he took the whim, 


Court, city, camp; all one to him. 
K 3 «« But, 
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And peerage is a wither'd flower: 


102 Verſes on the Death 


But why would he, except he „Bed, 


«© Offend our patriot, great Sir R 


9 


« Whoſe counſels aid the fov'reign pow'r 


« To /ave the nation ev*ry hour. 

c What /tenes of evil he unravels, 

« In /atires, Iibels, lying travels ! 

c Not ſparing his own clergy cloth, 

« But eats into it like a moth—/" 
Perhaps I may allow the Dean, 

Had too much ſatire in his vein ; 

And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it. 


Becauſe no age could more deſerve it. 


Vice, if it &ercan be abaſh'd, 

Muſt be or ridicuPd, or laſb' d. 

If you reſent it, who's to blame? 

He neither knew you, nor your name. 
Sould vice expect to *ſcape rebuke, 
Becauſe its owner is a duke? 

His friendſhips, ſtill to few confin'd, 
Were always of the middling kind: 
No fools of rank, or mongrel breed, 
Who fain would paſs for lords indeed, 


Where titles give no right or pow'r, 


He 


He would 
If ſuch a 
He never 
Becauſe a 


Wou'd ra 
To talk v 


And ſcorr 
So often ſ 
He kept 
Yet never 
He follow 
In princes 


And, wou 
Provoke h. 


« Alas, 
« Was to 
« This in 
« Which] 
« His zeai 
« But, di/ 
« For, hac 
« To rai/e 
« Perhaps 
Like oth 


He would have deem'd it a diſgrace, 

If ſuch a wretch had known his face. 
He never thought an honour done him, 
Becauſe a peer was proud to own him: 
Wou'd rather ſlip aſide, and chooſe 

To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes ; 

And ſcorn the Tools with ſtars and garters, 
So often ſeen careſſing Charters. 

He kept with princes due decorum ; 
Yet never ſtood in awe before 'em. 

He follow'd David's leſſon juſt ; 

In princes never put his truſt: 

And, would you make him truly ſour, 
Provoke him with a ſlave in power. 


« Alas, poor Dean! his only ſcope 
& Was to be held a Miſanthrope. 


« This into general odium drew him, 


„ Which if he lik'd, auch good may do him. 


«© His zeal was not to laſh our crimes, 

« But, diſcontent againſt the times: 

« For, had we made him timely offers, 

« To raz/e his poſt, or fill his coffers, 

« Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
Like other &rethren of his gown - 
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104 Verſes on the Death 
« For party he would ſcarce have bled—; 
] fay no more, ——becauſe he's dead—. 
« What wwritings has he left behind— ?”? 

I hear, they” re of a different kind : 

A few, in verſe; but moſt, in proſe—, 

« Some high-flown pamphlets, I ſuppoſe—: 
« All feribbled in the vor of 7imes, 


“To palliate his friend Oxford”s crimes, 
« 'Topraife Queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 


« As never fav'ring the Pretender. 

« Or libels yet conceal'd from light, 

« Aoainſt the court to ſhew his ite; 

„% Perhaps, his travels, part the third, 

% A he, at every /ecoud word: 

* Offenſive to a loyal eat—: 

„ But ot one ſermon, you may clear... 
As for his works, in verſe or proſe, 

I own myſelf no judge of thoſe, 

Nor can I tell, what critics thought 'em, 

But this I know, all people bought 'em, 

As with a moral view deſign'd, | 

To phaſe, and to reform mankind ; 


And , 


And, if he 
The vorld 
The prai/e 1 
He gave th 
To build a 
To ſhew, b 
No nation 
And fince 
Methinks y 


F Dr. Swirr. 105 14 
And, if he often miſs'd his aim, | li 
The world muſt own it, to their /hame, 1747 
The prai/e is his, and theirs the blame. 
He gave the little wealth he had, 

To build a houſe for fools and mad; 

To ſhew, by one ſatiric touch, 

No nation wanted it ſo much: 

And fince you dread no farther laſhes, 
Methinks you may forgive his aſhes. 
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Couſin SAM to Couſin Sue. 


Ah Coufin Suk! 

5 IS all over at our houſe !—-We have 
nothing but trouble and confuſion ; 

My lady, who you know was a fine woman, is 
become now an ugly bloated creature, and has 
ſcrewed up her face ſo a gaming, that ſhe is 
as full of wrinkles as mother SHipton. Cards 
may well be called the Devil's books! I am 
ſure they have play'd the devil with her, and 
deſtroyed both her temper and conſtitution. 
—Up a gaming all night, and the horrors all 
day, will ſoon put an end to her life, that's 
certain,—And my poor maſter is abſolutely 
undone, all is loſt irrecoverably! He poor 
| young 


Le 


young gel 
club of a 


end of thi 
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you believ 
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poſe any o 
their head 
What may 
conſequene 
where the 
rectify the 


There are 


London, Su, 


too full of 
their own 


put any ge 


young gentleman has been admitted into the 
club of a pack of gamblers at this righteous 
end of the town, who have ſtripped him of 
every thing but his title, and with that he may 
g0 a begging. Oh for a thunder-bolt to de- 
ſtroy ſuch a Peſt of Infernals! And, would 
you believe it, Sue, ſome of theſe Pillagers are 
great people; ſo great, and of ſuch high 
employments, that I am told that diſpatches 
of the utmoſt conſequences are ſent from 


**. A fine political ſociety truly? Sup- 


poſe any of theſe wiſe ones ſhould take it into 
their heads to bett upon the affairs of Europa. 
What may, or rather what may not, be the 
conſequence? This is a worſe club, than that 
where the members meet to drink porter, and 


rectify the writings of Mo/es and the Prophets. 


There are many things that want mending in 


London, Sue, but the people are too infatuated, 


too full of themſelves, and too much regard 

their own private intereſt, to take advice or 

put any good ſcheme in execution. I am, 
My dear SUE, Your ever lowing Couſin, 


Sau * * 
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108 Letter from Comſin Sam, c. 
P. 8. I was yeſterday ſurpriſed to hear one 
of theſe gambling gentlemen lay down this 
as a maxim, that he awould never be a good P.. fo oof 
bitician who could not play avell at cards; and LES 2 
J think he might with as mach propriety have 
ſaid, that no one could make a good General who 
had not cochd a piſtol upon Hounſlow-heath, 
With what weak arguments is vice obliged 
to defend itſelf? 


Another young gentleman was ruined at W HA 
the ſame time with my maſter, whoſe unhappy | 
fate occaſioned the following poem, intitled, When the | 
The Benefit of Gaming. Behold the 
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BENEFIT or GAMING. 


HAT dreams of conduct fluſh'd 
HIL ARX Io's breaſt, 

When the good Knight at laſt retir'd to reſt! 
Behold the youth, with new- felt rapture! 
mark : 

Each pleaſing proſpe& of the ſpacious park: 
That park where beauties undiſguis'd engage, 
Thoſe beauties, leſs the work of art than age ; 
In ſimple ſtate, where genuine nature wears 

Her ven'rable dreſs of ancient years; 
Where all the charms of chance with order 


meet, 
The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the _ 
great. | 
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110 The Benefit of Gaming. 

Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar, 

And form dark groves which Druids might 

aadore; | | 

Pride and ſupport of PBritair's conqu'ring 

| croſs, | 

Which diſtant anceſtors ſaw crown'd with 
moſs: | 

With meeting boughs, and deep'ning to the 
view, 

Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous avenue : 

Here various trees compoſe a chequer'd ſcene, 

Glowing in gay diverſities of green: 

There the full ſtream, thro” intermingling 
glades, 

Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep caſcades: 

Nor wants there hazle copſe or beachen lawn, 

To chear with ſun, or ſhade the bounding 

— | 
And ſee the good old ſeat, whoſe Gothic 
- nm, 

Awful emerge from yonder tufted bow'rs: 

Whoſe rafted hall the crowding tenants fed, 

And deal to age and want their daily bread. 

Where 
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The Benefit of Gaming. 111 
Where garter'd knights with peerleſs beauties 
join'd, 


At high and ſolemn feſtivals have din'd; 
Preſenting oft fair virtue's ſhining taſk, 
In myſtic, pageantries, and moral“ maſque, 
But vain all ancient praiſe, or boaſt of birth, 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth! 
At once a bankrupt, and a proſperous heir, 
HILARIO bets——Park, houſe, diffolve in 
alr. | 


* Tt was a faſhionable practice among our an- 
cient nobility and gentry of both ſexes, to perform 
perſonally in entertainments of this kind. No- 
thing could be a more delightful or rational me- 
thod of ſpending an evening than this: MIL TOx's 
Comus was thus exhibited at Ludloau- caſtle, in the 
year 1631. N | 

Poetry, painting, and muſic, were here united 
in their higheſt perfection. It were to be wiſhed, 
that our modern people of diſtinction would revive 
this excellent practice, and ſubſtitute it in the 
place of routs and maſquerades. But, in the pre- 
ſent age, the idea of the true decorum ſeems to be 
utterly extinct, and even the dignity. of human 
nature ſeems to be quite over-run with the falſe re- 
finements of affected elegance, and all the incon- 
ſiſtent fopperies of ſtudied folly, | 

ES - With 


112 The Benefit of Gaming. 
With antique armour hung, his trophy'd 
rooms, | | 
Deſcend to gameſters, proſtitutes, and grooms» 
He ſees his ſteel-clad fires, and mothers mild, 
Who bravely ſhook the lance, or ſweetly 
ſmil'd ; 
All the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, 
Whoſe pictur'd forms the ſtately gallery grace, 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gold, 
To deck ſome baudy-houſe at auction ſold. 
The pariſh wonders at th* unopening door, 
The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more. 
Thick weeds around th' untrodden courts ariſe, 
And all the ſocial ſcene in filence lies. 
Himſelf, the loſs politely to repair, | 
Turns Atheiſt, Gambler, Highwayman or 
Pp. 
At length the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and 
God, | | 
Is doom'd to rub the ſteeds that once he rode. 


| A wretched drudge among the grooms he 


plies, 


Then ſees his error, cuts his throat and dies. 
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The Benefit of Gaming. 113 


We ſhall conclude our notes on this piece with 
2 few ſele& wiſhes.--And, 

1ſt, We wiſh that all people had ſenſe enough 
to ſee their own intereſt, and to avoid being 
entrapped and bubbled by ſharpers and pick- 

pockets. | 

2dly, That no gameſter may hereafter be in- 
truſted with, any poſt under this government, 
or any other. | 

zdly, That no merchant or tradeſman may ever 
give credit or countenance to any man who 
has made gaming a part of his buſineſs, or 
that ever played from any other motive but 

that of amuſement. | 

4thly, That all people may avoid a gameſter as 
they do a mad dog, that would vitiate their 
vitals, and poiſon their intellects. And, 

;thly, That the body of every profeſſed gameſter 
may be denied [chriſtian] burial, and taken 
from their friends and hung in chains, as a 
warning-piece to the public, | 
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The CO BLE R. 


OUR ſage and moraliſt can ſhow 
Many misfortunes here below, 


A truth which no one ever miſs'd, 
Tho? neither ſage nor moraliſt; 


Yet, all the troubles notwithſtanding, 
Which fate or fortune has a hand in, 
Fools to themſelves will more create, 

In ſpite of fortune and of fate, 

Thus oft are dreaming wretches ſeen 
Tortur'd with vapours, and with ſpleen ; 
Transform'd (at leaſt in their own eyes) 


Jo glaſs or china, or gooſe-pyes. 


Others will to themſelves appear 

Stone dead as WILL the Conqueror, 
And all the world in vain might ſtrive, 
To face them down pes they're alive. 
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The COBLER. 115 

Unlucky males with child will groan, | 
And forely dread their lying down; 
As fearing, that to eaſe their pain, 
May puzzle doftor CHAMBERLAIN, 
Imaginary evils flow, 
Merely for want of real woe; 
And when prevailing whimſies riſe, 
As monſtrous wild abſurdities 
Are, ev'ry hour, and ev'ry minute, 
Found without BEDLAu, as within it; 
Which if you farther would have ſhown, 
And leiſure have to read, —read on. 

There liv'd a gentleman, poſleſt 
Of all that mortals reckon bet : 
A ſeat well choſe in wholeſome air, 
With gardens and with proſpects fair: 
His land from debt and jointure free, 
His mony never in SOUTH-SEA: 
His health of body firm and good, 
Tho? paſt the hey-day of his blood : 
His conſort fair, and good and kind; 
His children riſing to his mind: 
His friends ingenious and fincere ; 
His honour, nay his conſcience clear, 
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116 The COBLER. 
He wanted nought of human bliſs, 
But pow'rto taſte his happineſs. 

Too near, alas! this great man's hall, 
A merry CoBLER had a ſtall; 
An arch old wag as e'er you knew, 
With breeches red, and jerkin blue! 
Chearful at working, as at play, 
He ſung and whiſtled life away : 
When riſing morning glads the ſky, 
Clear as the merry lark, and high: 
When ev'ning ſhades the landſkip veil, 


Late warbling as the nightingale. 


Tho? pence came ſlow, and trade was ill, 
Yet ſtill he ſung and whiſtled ſtill ; 
Tho? patch'd his garb, and coarſe his fare, 
He laugh'd and caſt away old care. 

The rich man view'd with diſcontent, 
His tatter'd neighbour's merriment, 


With envy grudg'd, and pin'd to ſee, 


A beggar pleaſanter than he; 

And, by degrees, to hate began 

Th' intolerable happy man, 

Who haunted him like any ſpright, 
From morn to eve both day and night. 


It 


It chanc'd 
When dre 
He heard 
Amidſt hi. 
Whether! 
Or warmii 
The 'ſquir 
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Laſt, End, 


The CoBLER. 
It chanc'd when once in bed he lay, 
When dreams are true, at break of day, 
He heard the Cos LER at his ſport, 
Amidſt his muſic ſtopping ſhort : 
Whether his morning draught he took, 
Or warming whiff of wonted ſmoke, 

The *ſquire ſuſpe&ed, being ſhrewd, 
This ſilence boded him no good; 

And, *cauſe he nothing ſaw nor heard, 

A machiavilian plot he fear'd. 

Strait circumſtances crowded plain 

To vex and plague his jealous brain: 
Trembling in panic dread he lies, 

With gaping mouth and ſtaring eyes; 

And ſtraining wiſtful both his ears, 

He ſoon perſuades himſelf he hears 

One ſkip and caper up the ftairs, 

Sees the door open quick, and knew, 

His dreaded foe in red and blue, 

Who with a running jump, he thoaght, 
Leap'd plumb directly down his throat, 
Laden with tackle of his ſtall, 

Laſ?, End, and Hammer, Strap and Awl : 
No 


118 The CoBLER. 

No ſooner down than with a jerk, 

He fell to muſic and to work. 

If much he griev'd our Don before, 

When but o'th' outſide of his door, 

How ſorely muſt he now moleſt, 

When got o'th' inſide of his breaſt, 

The waking dreamer groans and ſwells, 

And pangs imaginary feels; 

Catches, and ſcraps of tunes he hears, 

For ever ringing in his ears. 

III-ſavour'd ſmells his noſe diſpleaſe, 

Mundungus ſtrong, and rotten cheeſe : 

He feels him when he draws his breath, 

Or tug the leather with his teeth ; 

Or beat the ſole, or elſe extend 

His arms to'th* utmoſt of his End; 

Enough to crack, when ſtretch'd ſo wide, 
The ribs of any mortal's ſide. 

Is there no method then to fly 

This vile inteſtine enemy? 

What can be done in this condition, 
But ſending for a good phyſician ; 
The doctor having heard the caſe, 

Burſt into laughter in his face; 


Told 


Told him h 


Open his w 
Whiſtling : 
The cobler 
Sir, quoth | 
Shall ne'er 
How ſhoul 
Will hardl. 
Tho” ſeein, 
Vet feeling 
feel him 
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I'd kick yc 
Thou Quad 
In either U 
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The ſhame 
PII call mi. 
So, Doo: 
One thus d 
Of equal {k 


Told 


The COBLER. 


Told him he need no more than riſe, 
Open his windows and his eyes, 
Whiſtling and ftitching there to ſee, 
The cobler as he us'd to be. 

Sir, quoth the patient, your pretences 
Shall ne'er perſuade me from my ſenſes : 
How ſhould I rife ? the heavy brute 
Will hardly let me wag a foot : 

Tho? ſeeing for belief may go, 
Yet feeling is the truth, you know: 
feel him in my ſides I tell ye? 

Had you a cobler in your belly, 

You ſcarce would fleer, as now you do; 
doubt your guts would grumble too: 
Still do you laugh ? I tell you, Sir, 

I'd kick you ſoundly, could I ſtir. 
Thou Quack, thou never hadſt degree 
In either Univerſity ; 
Thou meer licentiate, without knowledge» 
The ſhame and ſcandal of the college; 
P11 call my ſervants, if you ſtay ; 

So, Doctor, {camper while you may. 
One thus diſpatch'd, a ſecond came, 

Of equal {kill, and greater fame; 
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120 The COBLER. 

Who ſwore him mad as a March hare, 
(For doctors, when provok'd, will ſwear.) 
To drive ſuch whimſies from his pate, 

He dragg'd him to the window ſtrait. 

But jilting fortune can deviſe 

To bale and out-wit the wiſe ; 

The Cobler ere expos'd to view, 

Had juſt pull'd off his Jerkin blue, 
Not dreaming *twould his neighbour hurt, 
To fit i» Fre/co in his ſhirt. 

Ah! quoth the patient, with a ſigh, 
You know him not ſo well as I; : 

The man whodown my throat 1s run, 
Has got a true- blue jerkin on. 

In vain the doctor rav'd and tore, 
Argu'd and fretted, ſtamp'd and ſwore; 
Told him he might believe as well 

The giant of Pantagruel 

Did oft as break his faſt or ſup, ; 

For poach'd eggs ſwallow windmills up; 
Or that the Holland dame could bear, 

A child for ev'ry day i'th' year. 

The vapour'd dotard, grave and ſly, 
Miſtook for truth each rapping lye? 


And 
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The COBLER. 


And drew concluſions ſuch as theſe, 
Reſiſtleſs from the premiſes. 


I hope, my friends, you'll grant me all, 


A windmill's bigger than a ftall : 
And ſince the lady brought alive, 
Children three hundred ſixtysfive 
Why ſhould you think there 1s no room 
For one poor cobler in my womb? 
Thus ev'ry thing his friends could ſay, 
The more confirm'd him in his way : 
Farther convinc'd by what they tell 
"Twas certain, tho? impoſſible. 

Now worſe and worſe his piteous ſtate 
Was grown, and almoſt deſperate: 
Yet ſtill the utmoſt bent to try, 
Without more help he would: not die. 
An old phyſician fly and ſhrewd, 
With management of face indu'd ; 
Heard all his tale; and aſk'd with care, 
How long the CoBLER had been there? 
Noted diſtinctly what he ſaid: _ 
Lift up his eyes, and ſhook his head, 
And grave accoſts him, on this faſhion, 
After mature deliberation, 


M With 


122 The COBLER. 
With ſerious and important face, 
Sir, your's is an uncommon caſe : 
Tho? I've read GaLEn's Latin o'er, 

I never met with it before; 

Nor have I found the like diſeaſe, 

In Stories of HIP POCRATEs. 
Then, after a convenient ſtay,— 

— Sir, if - preſcription you'll obey, 

My life for your's, III ſet you free 
From this ſame two-leg'd tympany. 
Tis true, you're gone beyond the cure 
Of fam'd Worm- powder of Joun Mook: 
Beſides, if downwards he be ſent, 

J fear he'll ſplit your nether vent: 

But then your throat, you know, is wide, 
And ſcarcely clos'd ſince it was try'd; 

The ſame way he got in *tis plain, 
'There's room to fetch him out again : 

I'Il bring the forked worm away 
Without a Dyſenteria; 

Emetics ſtrong will do the feat, 

If taken quantum Jufficit : 

P11 fee myſelf the proper doſe, 
And then Hypnotics to compoſe : 


The wretc 
Reviv'd al! 
Cries, wh: 
Preſcribes, 
The vomit 
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The COBLER, 123 1 f 
The wretch, tho' languiſhing and weak, "of 
Reviv'd alrealy by the Greex, 

Cries, what fo learn'd a man as you | ; 1 
Preſcribes, dear Doctor, I ſhall do. | WY 
The vomit ſpeedily was got, t, 
The cobler ſent for to the ſpot, 

And taught to manage the deceit, 

And not his doublet to forget. 

But firſt the operator wiſe, 

Over the ſight a bandage ties, 

For vomits always ftrain the eyes. 
Courage! I'll make you diſembogue, 

Spite of his teeth, th* unlucky rogue; 

Fl drench the raſcal never fear, 

And bring him up or drown him there. 
Warm water down he makes him pour; 
Till his ſtretch'd guts could hold no more; 
Which doubly fools, as you may think, 


Both with the Cobler and the drink, 
What they receiv'd againſt the grain, 


Soon paid with int'reſt back again. 

Here comes his tools, he can't be long 
Without his Hammer and his Thong 
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124 The COBLER. 

The Cobler humour'd what was ſpoke, 
And gravely carried on the joke; 

As he heard nam'd each ſingle matter, 
He chuckt it ſouſe into the water: 
And then not to be ſeen as yet, 

Behind the door made his retreat. 

The ſick man now takes breath a while, 
Strength to recruit for farther toil ; 
Unblinded he, with joyful eyes, 


The tackle floating there eſpies - 


Fully convinc'd within his mind, 
The Cobler could not ſtay behind, 
Who to the alehquſe ſtill would go, 
Whene'er he wanted work to do : 
Nor could he like his preſent place, 
He ne'er lov'd water in his days. 

At length he takes a ſecond bout, 
Enough to turn him inſide out; 
With vehemence ſo ſore he ſtrains, 
As would have ſplit another's brains. 
Ay! here the Cobler comes, I ſwear! 
And truth it was, for he was there, 


And, like a rude, ill-manner'd clown, 


Kick'd with his foot the vomit down. 


The 
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The patient now grown wondrous light, 


Whipp'd off the napkin from his fight, 


Briſkly lift up his head, and knew 
The Breeches red, the Jerkin's hue; 
And ſmil'd to hear him grumbling ſay, 
As down the ſtairs he run his way, 
He'd ne'er ſet foot within his door, 
And jump down open throats no more; 
No; while he liv'd, he'd ne'er again 


Run, like a fox, down the red lane. 


Our patient thus, his inmate gone, 
Cur'd of the crotchets in his crown, 
Joyful his gratitude expreſſes, 


With thouſand thanks, and hundred pieces : 


And thus, with much of pain and coſt, 


Regain'd the health he never loſt. 


AM: OX # £46 


Taught by long miſeries, we find 
Repoſe is ſeated in the mind; 
And moſt men ſoon or late have own'd. 
*7'is there, or no where to be found: 
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126 The COBLER. 
This real wiſdom timely knows, 
Without experience of the woes; c x 
Nor needs inſtructive ſmart, to ſee | f 
5 ä S N 
That all on earth is vanity. | 
Loſs, diſappointment, paſſion, ſtrife ; 3 
Whate'er torments or troubles life, AV 


Tho' groundleſs, grievous in its ſtay, 
?Twill ſhake our tenements of clay, 


When paſt, as nothing we eſteem ; | p 
And pain like pleaſure is but dream. | 
T HI 
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A WEEE's INviTATION 
FROM 


Parſon A. to Parſon B. 


HIS letter claims its annual due, 
A viſit from your rib and you: 
We here have been this month preparing, 
Mending, making, waſhing, airing ; 
So that our houſe ſo ſpruce is grown, 
We hardly know it for our own : 
Could you butſee my aukward folks, 
Wadling along with pails and yokes; 
How unlac'd Nell the bucket tugs 
For ſweetheart John to waſh his mugs; 
Or how my lazy rogue contrives _ 
To whiſtle toan edge his knives ;. 6 
1 1 815 2451738 You'd 
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128 A Weet's Invitation from 
You'd laugh to ſee the pains they take, 
'The hurricane to brew and bake, 

But firſt before I venture further, 

Know how you are the cauſe of murder. 
A turkey-cock, whoſe fierce demean 


Long kept a certain office clean, 


Gobles no more, nor boaſts a tail, 
But hangs a breathleſs bird and pale ; 
Two chicks who oft together popt 
Their pliant necks for white-bread ſopt; 
To pointed ſteel reſign'd their breath, 
And felt a century of death, 
For which the boy was ſent laſt week 
To chimney's top to fetch a cheek; 
Sprouts from the hall perhaps may come, 
Suppoſing that the *fquire's from home, 
To theſe tithe pig, roaſt pork, and gooſe, 
The beſt my little tithes produce, 
EET May 


* Indays of yore, not only the curate, but even 
the farmer, might ſometimes indulge his friends 
with the leg of a hareor the wing of a partridge 
whom they had fed in their fields and nurtured 
to maturity; but by an unaccountable piece of 
oeconomy and good policy they are now depriy- 
ed of that pleaſure and are obliged to feed * 

or 
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Parſon A. to Parſon B. 129 
May for one week ave hope contrive, 

To keep you and your folks alive, 

O come, my friend, I long to fee 

Your one horſe chair's antiquity. 

Lord, 


for ſtrangers*to feaſt on. The wiſe ſon of Sirach 
obſerves, that the Wild Foauls were intended by 
providence for the uſe of thoſe that could not afford 
to keep tame. In that ſenſe our forefathers received 
the text, and killed and eat: and whatever our 
philoſophers may think of the matter, it is acuſtom 


among the American Indians to this day.------ 


How we delight in works of mercy ! 


A poor farmer who had ninechildren,and rented 
but 3ol. a year, loft all his geeſe and many of his 
lambs, by a fox that harboured in the neighbour- 
hood, This animal an honourable ſociety of Fox- 
hunters had agreed to have ſome ſport with ; but 


the farmer meeting with his old enemy very early © 


in the morning, deſtroyed him, which ſo exaſpe- 
rated thete gentry, that meeting with the farmer at 
plough in his ſhirt, they all whipped him unmer- 
cifully; and then to complete their revenge, the 
landlord turned him out of his farm. 


And howw piouſly we regard the poor ! 


An Advertiſement, importing that the gentlemen 
concerned in the preſervation of the game were 
deſired to meet at the French-horn tavern, at for 
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130 ALMeel's Invitation from 
Lord, what a week I've undergone, 

How catechis'd to ſet things on: 

Firſt *tis, my dear, I think it proper 


To have theſe chickens dreſt for ſupper: 
| „ 


o' cloch in the evening, brought together no leſs than 


967; but an advertiſement, ſetting forth that fe 
gentlemen concerned in the preſervation of the pcor, 
were deſired to meet at the ſame time and place, did 
not produce one. | 

And what good policy it is ſo totally todiſerm 
our people when our moſt inveterate enemies threa- 
ten to invade us! 

When David heard that Saul and Jonathan 
avere ſlain, he ordered all the children of Iſrael to 
learn the uſe of the bow, SAMUEL, Book the IId. 
chap. i. verſe 18. Thus he did, and prudently 
preſerved his kingdom; for his young men fought 
not as men having a groat a day, but as men 
whoſe King, Country, Fathers, Mothers, Vicus, 
Children, Friends, Fortunes and Lives, were at 
ſtake, and thus diſcomfited their enemies and ſuh- 
dued them.------- While the wile Malocas, who 
had ordered their young men to be deprived of 


their bows, ay, and of their ſwords too, ſaying, 


peradwventure they may go off and ſboot game an, 
were abandaned by their friends whom they bad 
hired to fight their battles; and were deſpiſed and 


routed out of their laud.----- From a land which 


flowed with milk and honey! 
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Parſon A. to Parſon B. 131 

Juſt as you pleaſe, perhaps I ſay; 

Why then 'tis no, they Il keep a day: 

Thinks and re-thinks, and what more ſtrange 

is, 

Diſreliſhes her own exchanges, 

Poor 7ack fometimes twice in an hour 

Is fent for bread, and plumbs, and flour; 

For our judicious blockhead makes, 

For one right errand, five miſtakes ; 

Then blames the maid, and what is worſe, 

Drives back again, and lames my horſe. 

Thus, Sir, you ſee all things are ready, 

Spruce are the babes, and ſmart my lady. 

Molly is dreſſing brother Billy, 5 

So fine, the very babe looks filly, 

Who when he ſees the patty pans, | 

Cries cake, Mamma, and claps his hands. 

The ftable's fit, the windows glazing, 

For yours my ſteeds are ſent a grazing, 

At which poor John, in doleful dumps, 

Groans out, poor lads, and ſtrokes the 
rump⸗s. 

Your 7% and mine may pig together, 

Admiring thro' the roof the weather. 
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132 A Week's Invitation, &c. 
My wife ſends compliments—and wiſhes 
She could ſet forth in China diſhes. 

But, lord, our country red-arm'd wenches 
May ſtop the bull from breaking fences ; 
But as to China down they go, | 
Then all ſurpriſe, the fool ſays- So. 
And if my wife perchance engages, 

1 Tis Madam ſtops a body's wages 3 

tal Oh how I long tohold diſcourſe ; 

if) Could I but ſee thewhite-fac'd horſe, 

„Then grumbling John might broach the ale, 
And port ſhould lengthen out the tale. 


; | _—_— on the above E piſtle by a Prime 
WR | Minter. 
What's wealth and all the littleneſs of poxwer, 
To the feet comforts of a ſocial hour ? 
What jeys Jo vaſt can life or fortune give, 
As thoſe which friends impart and mutually re- 


cerve 2® 


On 


* The politician who added theſe reflections, 
thus concludes his letter to the friend he ſent them 
to. Ah Robin, we miſtake our road, and loſe wg” 
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On a certain CONCERT. 


MPHION, we're told 
By the poets of old, 
Cou'd thrum on his harp a ſweet ditty ? 
So ſweet that the ſtones 
Danc'd a galliard at once, 
And ſettled in form of a city. 
But, ye muſical Sirs, 
Not a man of us ſtirs; 
Tho' your Purcels you play, and Correllies, 
If you'd pleaſe you muſt treat 
With much drink and good meat, 
And ſo touch our hearts thro? our bellies. 


of happineſs, when we graſp at power! This boyiſh 
propenſity of ever being uppermoſt not only robs 
us and our friends, but even ourking and country 
of both wealth and quiet. And notwithſtanding 
our boaſted uprightneſs, there 1s not one of us, 
I fear, but what would do more for the ſake of 
revenge, than for the ſake of virtue, and make a 
thouſand ſhifts to keep in the ſaddle, tho' the horſe 
we ride is unruly and above our match.---'The 


{tory of Phaeton is a good leſſen for us 8 
| The 
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3 
The following Epitaph was wrote by a : 
Perſon of the Faculty of Phyſic, for 3 
himſelf. Bur of 
EPITAPHIUM CHYMICUM. 
Here lyeth to digeft, macerate, and amalgamate 
with clay. He cou 
In balneo arenæ, 
Stratum ſuper firatum, 
The refduum, terra dammata, & caput mortuum, 
Of B-- G-- chemiſt, | May that! 
and M. D. Preſerve h 
A man who, on this earthly ball, 
Purſued various proceſſes to obtain 
| Arcanum vitee, Depurate | 
Or * art of getting, rather than making * 
Alchymiſt like, 
All his labour and prafection, | Bring it 01 


As mercury in the fire, evaporated in ſumo, 
When he diiſſol ved to his firſt principles 
He departed as poor Among 
As the loſt drops of an alembic; 
For riches are not poured 
On the adepts of this world. 
Though fond of news, he carefully avoided d 
The 


te 


le 


Epitaphium Chymicum. 135 


The fermentation, efferweſcence, 
and decripitation of this life. 

Full ſeventy years his exalted ence 
Was hermetically ſeal'd, in its terrene matraſs 
But the radical moiſture being exhauſted, 
The el:xir vitæ ſpent 
And ex/iccated toa cuticle, 

He could not ſuſpend longer in this vehicle, 
But precipitated gradatim, 

Per campanam, 

To his original duft. 

May that light, brighter than bolognianphoſphoruss 
Preſerve him from the athanor, empyreumatical, & 
reverberatory 
Furnace, of the other world, 

Depurate him from the feces and ſcoriæ of this, 
Highly reftify and wolatiliſe 

His Ætbereal ſpirit, 

Bring it over the helm of the retort of this globe, 

Place it in a proper recipient, 

Or cryftalline orb, 
Among the ele of the flowers of Benjamin, 
Never to be ſaturated 
Till the general reſuſcitation, 
 Deflagracion, talcination, 
And ſublimation of all things. 


N 2 Spoken 


(236) 


[an 
Spoken Wenner. 3 
On ſeeing a young Lady writing of Verſes . #hecary 
with a Hole in her Stocking. bimſelſ 
O ſee a lady of ſuch grace, | 
With ſo much ſenſe, and ſuch a face, Sequeſter'c 
So ſlaternly is ſhocking ! : 
Oh if you would with Venus vie, Benjamin l 
Your pen and poetry lay by, | Whole a 
And learn to mend your ſtocking ! OO 
laſt te 
V. f les weg; deo, Me gf Meg of A 
| + no 
An EPIC R A M He was 11 
On the BRITISH LION. 
In Imitation of ſeveral Authors. 
UR Lion once did roar and look'd fo 
— 
That his own ſhadow durſt not follow him! 4 
But now he's ſo dejected and diſmay'd l 
In the me 


He cannot face the ſhadow of his ſhade. 
| An m 
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14.5 PPITAPH on Mr. DOVE, an Apo- 


thecary; who unfortunately murdered 
himſelf by canvaſſing at Eledtons. 


Here hes, 


Sequeſter'd from the various calamities of life, 


the remains of 
Benjamin Dove, doctor and dealer in politics; 
Whoſe courage and intrepidity expoſed him 
to many dangers and difficulties, and at 
laſt to death itſelf; for on the 26th 
of May, 1754, he fell à victim, 
not to the /wword, but to the glas. 
He was in all reſpects a truly worthy man; 
A kind and ſteady friend, 
A generous benefactor, 
A warm patriot, 
An agreeable companion, 
A cutter of jokes, 
And a great canvaſſer at elections. 
In the moſt corrupt and abandon'd age, he 


maintain'd his independency, : 
N-24 Dif. 
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138 An EPITAPEH. 
Diſdain'd every bribe; 
Nor cou'd the arts and infinuations of the 
wicked induce him once to play 
The part of a Fack-of-both-/ides. 
But ever fix'd and determin'd in his choice, 
And aided by the arms of Bacchas, 


He gain'd many proſelytes to the cauſe for 
which he died; 


He was a good Chriſtian in his day, 
And rather inclined to the church than to the 
Synagogue. 
A man of virtue, 
Tho? a lover of the wenches. 
Some faults he had, 
But none that his //ends could ſee, 
| Or that his enemies can remember, 
Farewel, dear friend, thy glaſs is run; 
Death has a FINIS fd to Fux. 
T hoſe jokes which ver the mantling bo aul, 
Regal'd the heart, and chear'd the ſaul, 
That gain'd thy patriot friend a vote, 
Muſt with thy virtues be forgot; 
Yet, of a thouſand, one in len, 
May ſprigs perhaps, and cry Pook BEN! 
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ce, The Critics Misr AK EN. A Tale. 


N every age, and each profeſſion, 
for Men err the moſt by prepoſſeſſion. 
But when the thing is clearly ſhown, 
And fairly ſtated, fully known, 

We ſoon applaud what we deride, 
And penitence ſucceeds to pride, 

A certain baron, on a day, | 
Having a mind to ſhow away, { 
Invited all the wits and wags, | 
Foot, M——y, Shuter, Yates and Skeggs. i 
And built a large commodious ſtage ö 
For the choice ſpirits of the age. 
But above all, among the reſt, 
There came a genius, who profeſt, 
To have a curious trick in ſtore, 
Which never was perform'd be fore. 

Thro' all the town this ſoon got air, = 


And the whole houſe was like a fair; | | 
Ye | But | 
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But ſoon, his entry as he made, 

Without or prompter or parade, 

T was all expectance, all ſuſpence, 

And ſilence gag'd the audience. 

He hid his head behind his wig, 8 
And ſo exact Took OFF a PIG, 

All ſwore *twas ſerious and no joke, 

For that, or underneath his cloke 


He had conceal'd ſome granting elf, 


Or was a real hog himſelf. 

A ſearch was made—no pig was found 
With thund'ring claps the ſeats reſound, 
And pit, and box, and galleries roar, 


 With—O rare! Bravo! and encore! 


Old Roger Grouſe, a country clown, 
Who yet knew ſomething of the town, 
Beheld the mimic and his whim, 


And on the morrow challeng'd him, 


Declaring to each beau and bunter, 
That he'd out-grunt th? egregious grunter. 
The morrow came——the crowd was 
greater TP 
But prejudice and rank ill-nature 


Uſ urp'd 
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The CriTics MISTAKEN. 141 
Uſurp'd the minds of men and wenches, | 
Who came to hiſs and break the benches, 

The mimic took his uſual ſtation, F 
And ſqueak'd with general approbation. 
Again Encore! Encore! they cry— 


Twas quite THE THING "twas VERY 


HIGH. | 
Old Grouſe conceal'd amidſt this racket, 
A real pig beneath his jacket. 
Then forth he came—and with his nail, 


He pinch'd the urchin by the tail: 


The tortur'd pig from out his throat, 
Produc'd the genuine nat'ral note ! 
All bellow'd out *twas very ſad! 
Sure, never ſtuff was half ſo bad! 

That, like a Pig, each cry'd in ſcoff, 
Pſhaw ! Nonſenſe! Blockhead ! Of! Off! Off! 
The mimic was extoll'd, and Grone 
Was hiſs'd and catcall'd from the houſe.— 
Soft ye, a word before I go, 

Quoth honeſt Hodge and ſtooping low, 
Produc'd the pig, and thus aloud, 
Beſpoke the ſtupid, partial croud 
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142 The Critics MISTAKEN. 

BEHOLD AND LEARN FROM THIS POOR 

= UREA TOA Cs e 

How MUCH YOU CRITICS KNOW OF Na- 
TURE. + | 


I This tale is a proper leſſon for the critics, as 
it evidently ſhows the neceſſity of a man's bearing 
his judgment about him; and having his head 
fraught with the rule of enquiry, and the ſcale 
of ſatisfaction. If the errors of our modern cri- 
tics for the laſt ten years were pointed out in this 
minute manner, fifty volumes in folio would not 
contain them, ſo pregnant have they been in the 
buſineſs of blundering. VoLTAIRE. 


** In the preſs and ſpeedily will be publiſhed, 
A Compariſon in point of dignity between a Mo- 
dern Critic and a Rat-ketcher. Illuſtrated with 
notes variorum from the works of the literati of 
all nations, 
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Fuft publiſhed by J. NEwBERY at the Bible 
and Sun in St. Paul's Church-yard. | 

R 0 HE LIL LIT VTIAN MAGAZINE: Or, | 

The Young Gentleman and Lady's 

5 Golden Library. Being an Attempt to mend | 

the World, to render the Society of Man 4 

more amiable, and to eſtabliſh the Plainneſs, | 

Simplicity, Wiſdom and Virtue of the Golden | | 

Age, ſo much celebrated by the Poets and 

ad Hiſtorians. Adorned with Copper- plate 

ile Cuts. Price bound One Shilling. | 

ri- 2. An Eaſy SPELLING DIcrION AR, (on MB 


Th a new Plan) ang Uſe of og CEO 


Ladies, and Foreigners. In which each Word 
is accented to prevent a vicious Pronunciation; 
the ſeveral Syllables are pointed out by a 


d, ſmall Figure in the Margin, and whatever 
o- Part of Speech it is, ſpecified by a Letter 
th immediately following each Word, fo contriv- 
of ed as to take up no more Room in the Pocket 


than a common Snuff-Box. Price One Shilling. 

3. Short HisTok1Es for the [mprovement 
of the Mind. Extracted chiefly from the 
Works of the celebrated Fo/eph Addi/on, Eſq; 
Sir Richard Steele, Mr. Rolliz, and other 
eminent Writers: With ſuitableRerLEcCTIONS 
by the EpiToR. Price One Shilling bound 
and gilt. 

4. The Philo/ophy of Tops and BAL ILS: or, 
The Newtonian Syſtem of Philo/ophy adapted 
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Books publiſped by J. NRæwIER Y, 
to the Capacities of Youth, and familiarized 
and made entertaining by Objects with which 
they are intimately acquainted. Being the 
Subſtance of Six Lectures read to the Lilliputian 
Society by Tom Teleſcope, A. M. and collected 
and methodized for the Benefit of the Vouth 
of theſe Kingdoms by their old Friend Mr. 
' Newbery in St. Paul's Church-yard; who has 
alſo added Variety of Copper- plate Cuts to 
illuſtrate and confirm the Doctrines advanced. 
Price 15. bound and gilt, or 1s. 64. in Calf 
t. 
* . The Circle of the Sciences, in ſeven 
Volumes. Price bound Seven Shillings. 
Vol. 1. Grammar made eaſy. | 
Vol. 2. Arithmetick made eaſy. 
Vol. 3. Rhetorick made eaſy. 
Vol. 4. Poetry made eaſy. 
Vol. 5. Logick made eaſy. 
Vol. 6. Geography made eaſy. 
Vol. 7. Chronology made eaſy. 
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